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PREFACE. 




present volume is the third of a series 
which will describe some of those kingdoms, 
provinces, and countries least known to young 
American readers, and will present facts in 
such a manner as to interest and amuse, 
while they instruct the mind and improve the heart. Upon 
its pages the author delineates the scenery of Sweden and 
Norway, with the character, customs, costumes, and occu- 
pations of their people, offers a portion of their history, 
legends, and traditions, and introduces the ancient scalds 
in some of their battle-pieces, the ballad-makers, peasant- 
rhymers, and modern writers, not fofgettiog the choicest 
gems from their u Mother Goose," some of which soothed 
the old vikings to their infant slumbers. 

A strict regard to truth has been observed in all that 
portion of the work pertaining to these countries, and 
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the bear stories, the stories of domestic pets, ihe curi- 
ous local tales, the legends, traditions, ballads, and nur- 
sery rhymes, are authentic, as well as the descriptions 
and history. No annals are more dashing and varied 
than are those of this portion of Scandinavia, none are 
more picturesque, and none are better adapted to fix the 
attention and kindle the imagination of youth. Nothing 
can be richer than the field of Scandinavian mythology, 
nothing more breezy and stirring than that of old Norse 
adventure, nothing more fanciful than the fairy lore, which 
is vital, even now, in some of the shadowy glens and 
mountain homes of this wonderful peninsula. 

The information is conveyed in the form of easy conver- 
sations between a traveller uncle, who lives at Fonthill, his 
pleasant country-seat, and a group of lively nephews and 
nieces. The narrator is supposed to be a school-girl of six- 
teen, who intersperses her report of these conversations 
with descriptions of the family recreations, the walks, 
drives, visits, guests, and plays ; and also with the spicy 
stories told at various periods for the entertainment of the 
home-circle, either by its own members or by the visitors 
at the house. These stories, as they appear in this volume, 
and as they are prepared or planned for the succeeding 
ones, although they form a subordinate feature, take a wide 
range, and will, it is believed, be found both instructive 
and entertaining. 
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PREFACE. Vn 

As at present arranged, the series will embrace the Med- 
iterranean Islands, The Two Sicilies, Sweden and Norway, 
Holland and Belgium, Normandy, Brittany, and La Ven- 
dee, Portugal, Denmark, Germany, Poland, the old repub- 
lics of Northern Italy, Hungary, and the islands scattered 
through the various oceans. 

Each yolume will contain about three hundred pages, 
and will be complete in itself, although the principal char- 
acters in the leading story which connects them will appear 
In all. 

The entire series will be embellished with illustrative 
engravings ; and some of the volumes now in progress will 
contain valuable representations of foreign architecture, 
scenery, costumes, etc. 

M. G. S. 
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The following works of this popular series have already 
been published, and others are now in preparation. Each 
volume is complete in itself, yet a slight connecting thread 
runs through the whole series. 

I. 

THE MEDITEBBANEAN ISLANDS. 

n. 

TEE TWO SICILIES. 

m. v 

SWEDEN AND NOBWAY. 
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Sweden and Norway. 
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CHAPTER I. 

POLLY'S CALL — EXCURSION TO MOUNT ACRONA — THE MAIDEN 
WHO SPUN GOLDEN THREAD — KING WOLF — PRINCE CONSTANT'S 
SEARCH — HAPPY CHRISTMAS. 

a AUGHTY girl ! get up ! get up ! get up ! " 
cried a sharp voice in my ear the very 
first tiling this morning. 

I awoke with a start, and there, was 
Poll Parrot sitting on my pillow. She 
seemed delighted with this little piece of 
mischief, and laughed in such a funny way that I 
couldn't help laughing myself. 

So we had a frolic ; and then, as I was fairly awake, 
I thought that I would rise and commence the first 
chapter of my new book, which I propose to make an 
account of the family 

EXCURSION TO MT. ACRONA. 

Last week was a charming one to us. Father and 
mother were at Fonthill ; and we walked, and drove, 

15 
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16 SWEDEN AND NORWAY." 

and visited, and I hardly know which was the happi- 
est of our seven happy days. One of the most cheer- 
ful was that in which we ascended Mt. Acrona. I 
had wanted to go all summer, for its cool woods, and 
gray rocks, and lovely wild flowers were a constant 
invitation. 

We rose at four o'clock in the morning, in order to 
avoid the heat. There was not a cloud in the sky, 
except the two or three fleecy ones which lay low in 
the east, and which, after turning from pearly gray to 
soft crimson, vanished from sight. There was just 
enough wind to shake down the dew-drops, and all 
the birds were out with their cheerful songs. 

Uncle hired two large wagons for the occasion, one 
of which was driven by Joseph, while Ben drove 
the other. I sat on the seat with Mrs. Sharp, and 
was very much amused by her anxiety about the 
dinner. " Ben," she cried, " drive round the stones, 
can't you? The cream will be butter before we're 
half way there. Slower, Ben, slower ; them berries 
will break through the paper cover as sure's you're 
alive. Do be careful, Ben ; you'll tip over, and then 
where'll the roast chickens go to, I'd like to know ? " 
Ben, however, did not mind her directions, but kept 
on at his own pace, and drove over and round the 
stones as he found most convenient. 

Half way up the mountain there is a lovely pond 
called the Dew-drop. On the bank, Maggie and I 
gathered a quantity of plumy meadow-sweet, and 
yards and yards of clematis, which we put with some 
orange lilies and made showy nosegays. We added 
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many other flowers before we reached the top, — for 
we were obliged to walk from the Dew-drop. Among 
them were purple rose-raspberries, yellow evening 
primroses, and bush-honeysuckles, lilac willow-herbs, 
the delicate dalibarda with its violet-like leaves, and 
the glossy pipsissewa. We put them on wet cotton 
in a tin box, and decorated the parlors with them 
when we returned in the afternoon. 

We walked slowly, peeping into all the caves and 
hollows, and climbing every tail rock along our path, 
so that it was nine o'clock before we reached the 
mountain-top. Then the view was beautiful, indeed, 
though I cannot describe it. I can only say that 
there were rivers like threads of silver, Grinding and 
turning about the green meadows, great fields of grain 
of various tints, groves of tall trees, hills crowned 
with pretty houses, small villages scattered here and 
there, and, over all, the blue sky and the cheerful 
sunshine. 

At half-past ten o'clock we had luncheon. Mrs. 
Sharp and Ben had found the coldest and clearest of 
little fountains bubbling up at the foot of a chestnut- 
tree, and they had built a table beside it, which they 
covered with a damask cloth, and laid with as nice 
an entertainment as one need wish to partake of. 
There were hot coffee, sandwiches, cold chickens, 
plum pudding, tarts, huckleberries, ice-cream, and 
lemonade. We were all hungry, — even mother, who 
usually eats so little that I wonder how she keeps 
alive. We had a right merry time drinking toasts 
and guessing riddles, — uncle is so good at guessing 
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riddles. We had stories, also ; and mother told one 
about 

tL TIIE MAIDEN WHO SPUN GOLDEN THREAD. 

"Before the written history of Bohemia com- 
mences/' said she, u and when the chronicles of the 
kingdom were simply told by father to son, its affairs 
fell into the utmost disorder. A succession of tyran- 
nical kings had robbed the people of their liberty and 
property, and had made them so wretched that they 
were constantly rebelling against their rulers. The 
government was at war with Bavaria ; and Bavarian 
troops frequently crossed the border to burn the huts 
of the peasafits, cut down their scanty harvests, and 
carry them off to work as slaves in the mines. The 
treasury was empty, the starving troops plundered 
Mends and enemies alike ; and, in short, there was 
neither comfort nor safety from one end of the coun- 
try to the other. 

*' The reigning king was called ' King Wolf' by 
his subjects, because of his ferocious disposition and 
his calls for ' money and men ! money and men ! 
money and men!' — calls which he made so often 
that they were driven to despair. He was still in 
the prime of life, but as he was constantly fighting 
with the enemy abroad or quarrelling with his nobles 
at home, hopes were entertained that he might soon 
be cut off, and make room for his son, Prince Con- 
stant, to ascend the throne. 

" Prince Constant had a kind heart, but his dispo- 
sition was so gentle and yielding that he was easily 
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THE MAIDEN WHO SPUN GOLDEN THREAD. 19 

guided by those whom he loved. For that reason, 
when he began to look about for a wife, great anxiety- 
was felt respecting the lady of his choice ; for it was 
thought that if he should marry a selfish, ambitious 
woman, her influence would be so powerful that there 
would be no longer any hope for the kingdom. 

u In consequence, some of the wisest among the 
courtiers consulted a famous seer upon the subject, 
who replied that all would go well if the prince 
would marry a maiden who spun golden thread. 
The prince — who was as anxious as anybody could be 
for the peace and prosperity of Bohemia — declared 
he would do so if possible, and he immediately 
ordered proclamations to that effect to be made 
through the length and breadth of the land. There- 
upon a crowd of maidens appeared at the palace, 
many of whom were excellent spinners, and a few of 
whom were very beautiful ; but not one among them 
could spin the right kind of thread. The prince was # 
greatly disappointed at this, and he sent couriers in 
all directions with orders to climb every mountain 
and search every valley through and through. He 
wrote letters of inquiry, also, to foreign courts ; but 
nothing could be learned of the wonderful maiden. 
At last he set out himself, saying, 'I shall never 
return unless I bring my bride with me.' 

" This bride was nearer the prince than he imag- 
ined ; for it often happens that we do not recognize 
our fortune even when it lies at our very door. Best 
Tregeli was one of the very poorest of the Bohemian 
peasant girls, and she was as poor in relatives as she 
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was in purse. Her father died when she was an 
infant, and the grass had twice sprung up and with- 
ered on her mother's grave. She had neither uncle 
nor aunt, neither brother nor sister, and no home 
except that of Hans Gunther, her adopted father. 
Hans was a selfish, dishonest man, who took her 
because he fancied her mother had hidden some 
money under her tumble-down hut. Disappointed 
in this, he grew harsh toward her, and when he 
found that she would neither lie nor cheat for him, 
his harshness turned into fury. His two daughters 
were as bad as himself, and his wife was but little 
better; so the poor girl led a sorrowful life. She 
would have despaired but for the dear memory of her 
mother, and the pious instructions which she had 
given her. Her patience and gentleness had no 
effect upon Hans or his family ; and at length they 
became so enraged because she would not serve them 
in wicked ways, that they turned her out of the 
house. 

44 It was nearly midnight when the door was closed 
against her. It rained, also, and the wind blew ; but 
Best knelt for a minute and asked the good Father to 
take care of her, and then walked onward with a 
lighter heart than she had possessed since her moth- 
er's death. Presently, she saw the light of a pine 
knot streaming through the cracfes of a hut, and she 
said, 4 Sdmebody is sick yonder. I am needed there, 
without doubt.' 

44 So Best knocked softly ; and, when the door was 
opened, she saw a woman worn by watching and sor- 
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sow. ' Is any one sick?' she asked. ' Do you need 
me here ? ' 

" ' The Lord be praised ! ' said the woman. ' He 
has surely sent you ! My three children are ill with 
fever, and my husband and I are ready to faint with 
fatigue and grief. We are too poor to pay for a 
nurse or a doctor, and we know not what to do for 
our darlings; unless you can help them, they will 
surely die.' 

" Best had learned from her mother about all the 
healing herbs that grew in Bohemia, and she was one 
of the kindest and gentlest of nurses, beside. She 
sent the tired parents to bed, bathed the children 
carefully, and sang them to sleep. Then she went 
into the woods, gathered green leaves and blossoms, 
from which she made for them a cooling drink ; and 
in a few days they were quite well. 

" The father and mother were nearly beside them- 
selves with joy, and they begged Best to stay with 
them and be their dear daughter ; but she said, ' No ; 
there are many persons who are sick and sorrowful in 
Bohemia, and to them I must go.' 

" So, she went forth again, and wherever there was 
illness or grief, there she remained until the dark 
shadow was lifted ; but where there were only health 
and content, she never stayed her foot. Many of 
those whom she benefited would gladly have made 
her rich ; but she took nothing for reward except the 
food which she ate, the garments which she wore, 
and the blessings which fell upon her ear in music 
sweeter than that of birds. v 
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" Prince Constant could not believe that there was 
in his own country a maiden who spun golden thread, 
so he went abroad to seek her. Up and down, 
hither and thither, among castles and palaces, and 
among peasant huts, he wandered long and wearily ; 
then he turned homeward, thinking that it might be 
well to search in Bohemia also. One night, when he 
had .lost his way, he came upon a. little brown cot- 
tage, whose sole ornament was a golden thread. It 
hung in long streamers from the door-latch, it lay 
coiled about the threshold, and went winding and 
turning among the trees and rocks, until it was hid- 
den by the forest. ' She is found ! she is found ! ' ex- 
claimed the prince, and he knocked joyfully at the 
gold-fringed door. It was opened, and he asked, 
4 Does a maiden live here who spins golden thread ? ' 

" ' I know of no maiden who spins golden thread/ 
answered the matron ; ' but I know of one who does 
golden deeds. Two years ago this night she came 
to me in my misery, and snatched my three children 
from the very jaws of death/ 

" ' Can you tell me which way she went?' asked 
the prince. 

" ' No/ answered the matron, i for she told me that 
she should go to the sick and the sorrowful ; and be- 
hold, there is no place where the sick and sorrowful 
are not.' 

" The prince followed the light track of the golden 
thread. Sometimes it led him to the mansions of the 
wealthy and powerful, but more frequently it took 
him to wretched huts far away from the great centres 
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of business; to forlorn hamlets frozen among the 
mountains, to unhealthy swamps and sandy plains, 
where the dwarf pine could hardly grow. So he 
learned what his ancestors had never known, — the 
condition and wrongs of his people. 

" Thus a whole year passed, and lo, when the bells 
were ringing the sweet Christmas music of peace and 
good will to men, the prince and the maiden met at 
the great church of the Bohemian capital, and look- 
ing into each other's eyes and questioning of each 
other's hearts, they knew then and there that they 
belonged to each other. 

"There was great joy throughout the city then, 
and in a week there was great joy throughout the 
country as well; for the old king died, and was 
buried, and everybody knew that the prince was to 
marry the maiden who spun golden thread. And the 
seer was right in his prophecy ; for the new king and 
queen lived truly for the good of their people. There 
was no fighting in Bohemia during their life, and 
there was not a peasant so humble that he was not 
benefited by their rule. Ah, would that all sover- 
eigns resembled Prince Constant and his sweet bride, 
Best Tregeli, who spun golden thread ! " 

" O mother, that is a charming, charming story ! " 
exclaimed Maggie; and everybody else expressed 
pleasure and admiration, also. 

When we had talked over the stories a-while, we 
took a last look from the top of the mountain, and 
went down as slowly as we went up. 

The day passed far too quickly, and so did all the 
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24 SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

others of that happy week. I can hardly help crying 
when I think of father and mother ; but if anything 
could reconcile me to their absence, it certainly 
would be the fact that we — the children — are to 
stay at Fonthill all the time they are abroad. It is 
almost too good to be true. No Miss Simpson for 
Maggie and me, no great school for Thornie, no 
under governess for Bessie, — only a neat nursery- 
maid to wait on us, and dear uncle and aunt for our 
teachers. How delightful it will be I 
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THE HUNGRY TRAVELLER'S DREAM — A RUSTIC WEDDING — THE 
BALLAD OF DYRE VO. 



| URRAH for Sweden and Norway ! " exclaimed 
Thornie, as we gathered about uncle, for a 
new set of sketches and stories. 

" It makes me shiver to think of their snow and 
ice ! " cried I. 

" It warms me to think of their strong, brave, hon- 
est, intelligent and hospitable people ! " said uncle. 

" They have great, black, pine forests where no- 
body can live." 

"And lovely woodlands, where the sturdy oak 
spreads a banquet for the frisking squirrel, and the 
graceful ash invites the birds to a feast of scarlet 
berries ; where the maple grows round and full, and 
the elm drops its shadow on grass of the brightest 
green." 

"Then the bogs — " 

"Where the sweet laurel sheds its perfume, and 
lakes where white lilies gleam, and hill-sides tinted 
with pink anemones and blue violets, and — " 

"Miles of rock — " 

'iWhere harebells nod and sway, and plains starred 
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with golden buttercups, and gardens full of pansies, 
roses, phlox, and carnations." 




VATKB LIMBS. 



" Ah ! dear uncle, you can talk so much faster, and 
know so much more than I do, that I must give up 
the contest. You remember so well that you have no 
n<3ed of note-books." 

"But I should not remember so well if I had not 
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written down everything which I thought it possible 
to forget. My recollections are more distinct, also, 
from the fact that I met with a merry fellow-traveller 
at Christiansand, and we went through much of 

" NORWAY 

together, each in his own carriole. The carriole 
is the national carriage. It has a low, cushioned 
seat, just large enough for one person. This seat is 
fastened to a strip of wood reaching in front to a 
dasher, which has a bag for the wallet, and a place 
for umbrellas. Behind, there is a foot-board for the 
baggage, and on this the post-boy sits or stands. 

" When Jack and I were ready, we jumped into our 
carriages, touched the small, but knowing and sure- 
footed horses, and away we went, flying along the 
edge of frightful precipices, down almost perpendicu- 
lar mountain-sides, and around sharp corners jutting 
over deep abysses, without checking our speed. At 
first, I was uneasy and wanted to guide my spirited 
pony ; but I soon learned better, and let him take 
his own course, perfectly assured that he knew his 
business much better than I did. It was delightful ; 
and in fine weather, at least, was vastly more enjoy- 
able than being shut up in a long box called a car, 
and being steamed forward by rail." 

" But how about the horses ? " asked Thornie. 

" On all the great roads and many of the cross- 
roads in Norway, there are stations for changing 
horses at about the distance of a Norwegian mile — 
or a little more than seven of our miles — from each 
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other. The horses are supplied by the farmers in the 
neighborhood in a certain order, and the charges are 
fixed by law." 

" The coast of Norway looks like a ruffle," said 
Thornie, pointing it out on the map. 

"It is penetrated," replied uncle, "by a great 
many gulfs or fiords, some of which reach not less 
than ninety miles inland. These fiords are too beau- 
tiful for description. The water is so clear that one 
can see the white sand, little shells, and starfish, 
which lie hundreds of feet below, while they bear on 
their smooth bosoms a charming succession of pic- 
tures made by sky and shore. Sometimes they 
spread out into bays edged with green fields, and 
enlivened with farm-houses whence light curls of 
smoke proceed, and where dogs bark, goats bleat, 
and children shout over their play. Then vast preci- 
pices shoot upward, with vines, and mosses, and 
spreading trees clinging to their sides, and nodding 
to each other across the channel ; and these, again, 
give place to a pretty valley, to be in its turn fol- 
lowed by broken rocks over which a cataract takes 
flying leaps to shake hands with the fiord under a 
canopy of glittering mist. 

"Fir-trees grow wherever they can find a little 
soil ; groups of red houses with white window-frames 
look down from rugged hill-sides, to see themselves 
in the bright mirror below ; and beyond, and above 
all, the snow-peaks shine in desolate splendor, or mix 
with white clouds till they look like hanging cities or 
fortresses in the air." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



NORWAY. 29 

" Oh, how charming it must be to sail on a fiord ! " 
exclaimed Maggie. " I really must go to Norway 
when I am grown up." 

u Thousands of stone giants protect the western 
shore. Some of them keep under water with the 
fishes and sea-weed, while others peep just above the 
surface and frolic with the spray which they dash far 
over their heads. Some take the form of columns ; 
others spread into islands, — small and barren, or of 
good size, and yielding tolerable" harvests. Grim and 
stern, they form the outer coast of Norway ; and be- 
tween it and the coast proper all boats and small 
vessels make their voyages." 

" Where did you land, uncle? " asked Thornie. 

" At Christiansand, a fortified seaport, one hun- 
dred and fifty-seven miles south-west of Christiana. 
Most travellers land at the latter place ; but I wished 
to spend a little time in southern Norway, in Thele- 
marken, and the Hardanger district. This part of 
the country is very wild ; and there the old customs 
and costumes still linger to a great extent. 

"This was just what Jack and I wanted; and, 
although we did not enjoy lodging in the peasant huts, 
where we were poisoned with bad smells and eaten 
by active fleas, we thought ourselves charmingly es- 
tablished when we could find a hay-loft in which to 
spread the fur robes which we always carried with 
us." 

" But the eating and drinking, uncle ; how did you 
manage that?" 

"The peasants gave us coffee, often very good; 
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and prim, which is a kind of whey. They served us, 
also, with reindeer-meat and bear-flesh, potatoes, 
eggs, and flad-brod, — always flad-brod." 

"Flad-brod? what a funny name!" exclaimed 
Maggie. " I hope it tastes better than it sounds." 

" Flad-brod or flat-bread is a great oat-meal grid- 
dle-cake at least half a yard across. The only time 
when these cakes are eatable by a foreigner is when 
they are warm ; but, instead of making them as they 
are wanted, the peasants cook a great quantity at 
once, enough sometimes for an entire winter. On 
large farms, where there are many maids, one girl 
kneads the dough; another rolls it to the proper 
shape and thickness ; another sprinkles the cakes 
with water, by means of a small brush ; another with 
a broad knife, not unlike a silver pie-knife, puts them 
on the griddle-iron, turns them, and when they are 
cooked gives them to still another assistant who 
piles them up for use." 

" I don't think you fared very well in southern 
Norway," said Thornie. 

u Yes, I did," replied uncle. "Jack and I had 
each a rod and gun, and while one fished for trout, 
the other shot black ducks, brown ptarmigan, and 
golden plovers. Then we carried our own tea ; and 
we often found strawberries, raspberries, and blue- 
berries, which cried so loudly, ' Come and eat us ! ' 
that we couldn't do less than give ourselves a feast. 

" There was one drawback to this style of travel- 
ling, I will admit. Often, when we were most tired 
and hungry, we were obliged to wait a long time for 
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our meals. Upon one such occasion Jack filled up the 
weary moments by making a sketch of the manner 
in which he would like to be served, allowing for the 
purpose — as you will see — four waiters, who should 
be utterly deaf to the appeals of another traveller as 
impatient as himself." 

" Oh, jolly ! " cried Thornie, taking the drawing 
from uncle's hand. " Do just see the poor traveller 
begging and beseeching and holding by the apron of 
the middle waiter." 
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" Who is as fierce as a Turk," continued Maggie. 

" The one in front of him threatens to run down 
the fat one who is just going through the door," said 
I. "I wonder if he looks as despairingly as the last 
fellow, — the one at the extreme right." 

" I shouldn't think the Norwegians would make 
good waiters." 

"Not very. They sing better than they serve. 
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Many of the peasants make up songs, or at least 
alter the old so that they give as much pleasure as 
new ones. Upon festive occasions it frequently 
happens that one of the company sings a verse, 
another answers, and the whole ends by a union of 
the two voices. 

" One frightful evening, when Jack and I were in 
Thelemarken, we took refuge from the tempest in a 
stone hut, built for occasional use, on a mountain. 
Its only conveniences were a hole in the roof, instead 
of a chimney, and a sforie slab which served for table 
and chairs. It appeared a palace to us, however, 
until we attempted to build a fire of juniper roots 
and twigs, when, instead of a bright, clear flame, the 
blinding smoke spread and thickened in the little- 
room. Two or three times we were fairly driven out 
into the rain and sleet to take breath for a moment. 
But gradually our wet fuel dried and burned, and a 
bed of red coals lay in the middle of the clay floor. 

" We were just beginning to enjoy ourselves when 
some young men begged to share our shelter. We 
let them in at once and made them welcome to the 
remains of our supper, while they sang for us in 
return. Their first piece was a description of a rustic 
wedding, and the words were as follows : — 

" c A BUSTIC WEDDING. 

" First voice : 

'"Oh! fair is the sight to see 

When the lads and the lasses are dancing; 
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The cuckoo, he calls from the tree, 
And the birds through the green wood are glancing. 

" Second voice : 

" ' Oh! 'tis feir in Vining-town 

When to church the lovers repair: 
Of other light need they have none. 
So bright is the bride's yellow hair. 

" First voice : 

" « Oh! fair is the sight I know, 

When the bride the church goes in; 
No need of the torch's glow, 
So fresh is her cherry kinn.* 

" Second voice : 

" ' Her neck's like the driven snow. 
Her hair's like the daffodil, 
Her eyes in their sockets glow 
Like the sun rising over the hill.' 

, " This is the bridal. Now follows a hint as to the 
married life of the newly-wedded couple : — 

" First voice : 

" ' The cook, he struts into the house, 
The fanner gives him corn, 
The flocks in the green fields browse, 
And the shepherd, he blows his horn* 

" Second voice : 

" ' The shepherd the mountain ascends, 
And the setting sun doth bide, 
As blithe when night descends 
As children at merry Yule-tide.t* w 

* JKfon— cheek. f YuU4ide— Christmas. 

3 
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"Were the voices pleasant?" asked Maggie. 

"Very pleasant," replied uncle. "They were 
deep, rich, and mellow ; and as I sat by the red coals 
and listened, I was half glad that the storm had 
driven us to the hut." 

' " The singers, or whoever made this song, appear 
to have thought yellow hair particularly handsome," 
said I. 

" Such has" always been the. case in Scandinavia. 
The old Norsemen, the forefathers of the Norwe- 
gians, were ambitious to have a tall, stout figure, 
small hands and feet, a high, straight nose, and 
bright, flashing eyes, which were thought to be 
marks of noble blood. They also desired a fair com- 
plexion and golden hair, like the gods and god- 
desses." 

" The Norsemen must have been handsome," said 
Thornie. 

" Very handsome as a race," replied uncle, " and 
also brave, hardy, ambitious, and enterprising ; but 
without the sweet home virtues, — the tenderness, 
generosity, and truth, which are so much prized in 
more civilized countries and more peaceful times." 

"Did the young men sing anything else to you," 
.uncle?" 

" Yes, they sang the ballad of Dyre Vo. I will 
tell you the legend in prose, that you may the better 
understand the poetry. 

"Dyre Vo was the handsomest, strongest, and 
most daring youth in all the Vinje district. A neigh- 
bor, who knew that he had never shown any signs of 
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fear, had the curiosity to ask him if he should be 
afraid to meet the trolls ; meaning, not the small 
fairy people, but the giants who were believed to be 
always hostile to men. To this question Dyre 
answered briskly, ' Not a bit, even if it were dark.' 

" The boast was doubtless overheard by the trolls ; 
for, on the next Christmas eve, when the feasting and 
mirth were at their height, a sound reached Dyre 
which he at once understood as a call to meet one 
of their number. Without loss of time he loosened 
his boat from its moorings, and rowed across the 
lake. There he found a troll, who appeared as tall as 
a fir-tree, and who desired to be helped on his way 
home to his wife. Dyre consented to take him as a 
passenger, provided he would make himself small 
enough; which he did. Dyre's spirits rose higher 
and higher, and he even began to joke his passenger 
upon his size. This the troll did not receive very 
kindly at first ; but, either finding that Dyre really 
did not mean to be uncivil, or overlooking his ill- 
manners in consequence of the assistance rendered, 
he cut off a finger of his glove, filled it with wool, — an 
article of value to Norwegian peasants, — and left it 
under the rowing-bench as pay for his passage. A 
great finger it was, for it held four large baskets, and 
was in itself a convenient article for farm use after it 
was emptied of its contents. Dyre was doubly 
rewarded for his promptness and gallantry, since, 
beside the substantial return for his service rendered 
by the generous troll, he obtained so great a reputa- 
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Hon that he was even compared to the god Odin for 
courage and strength. I will now read 

" * THE BALLAD OP DYKE. 

" 'The bonniest lad all Vinje through 

Was Dyre" of Vo by name, 
Hirm as a rook, the strength, I trow. 

Of twelve men he could claim. 
" Well, Dyre," quoth a neighbor bold, 
" With trolls and sprites, like Thor of old, 
To have a bout now fear ye T " 
" Not a bit, were it dark," said Dyre. 

" * Full soon, they tell, it did befall 

That in the merry Yule-tide, 
When cups went round and beards wagged all, 

And the ale was briskly plied : 
All in a trice the mirth grew still: 
Hark! what a sound came from the hill, 
As a hundred steers lowed near ye. 
" Well, now 'tis right dark," quoth Pyre". 

« « Then straightway he hied to Totak-vand 

And loosened his boat so snell; * 
But as he drew near to the other strand 

He heard a frightful yell. 
" Who's fumbling in the churn ? What, ho ! n 
« But who art thou ? " « I'm Dyre Vo, 
All on the moor so weary, 
And so dark as it is," said Dyre. 

" * "I'm from Ashowe, and must away 
To Glomshowe to my lady; 
Bring the boat alongside, and do not stay, 
And put out your strength: 'so; steady." 

*SneU— swift. 
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u You must shrink a bit, first," was Vo's reply, 
"My boat is so little, and yon so high; 
Your body's as long as' a tall fir-tree, 
And remember, 'tis dark/' said Dyrd. 

" 'The troll he shrank up quite funny to see, 
Ere the boat could be made to fit him. 

Then Dyre — for never a pin oared he 
For trolls — began to tease him: 

" Now tell me, good sir, what giant yon are." 

"No nonsense, — you'll rue it, — of joking beware,* 

Growled the troll so stern and dreary. 

" Besides, it is dark/' laughed Dyre\ 

u ' But the troll by degrees more friendly grew, 

And said — when he over was ferried— 
"In your boat I will leave a token, to show 
The measure of him you've wherried. 
Look under your seat when darkness wanes 
And something you'll find in return for your pains; 
A trifle wherewith to make merry." 
" For now it is dark," said DyrS. 

" ' When daylight appeared, a glove-finger of wool 
He found in the boat, such a treasure ! 
Three baskets it took to fill it full ; 
Dyre uses it for a meal measure. 
Then straight it became a proverb or saw, 
' Dyre Vo is the boy. to go like Thor 
' Gainst trolls and such like fairie." 
« Best of ail when 'tis dark," thought Dyre.' " 

"Do the Swedish and Norwegian peasants still 
believe in fairy-folk great and small?" I asked. 

" They do to an extent which would appear won- 
derful to Americans ; who, however ignorant they 
may be, are seldom very superstitious. ,, 
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" What or whom do they think these people are? " 
asked Maggie. 

" Some of them are thought to be children of Eve, 
whom she hid from the Lord, when he desired to see 
her family, because they were unwashed ; others are 
people who died in the ancient faith; others again 
are fallen angels who have not sinned so deeply as to 
deserve the heaviest punishments, but are doomed to 
a long penance on the earth; while others still are 
characters mentioned in the sacred books of the 
Scandinavians." 

" Shall you tell us about them, uncle? " 

"Yes, in good time." 

"Just one more question, uncle, please," said I. 
"Is Norway the same as Scandinavia?" 

" Scandinavia is the name anciently given to Swe- 
den, Norway, Denmark, and Iceland ; and it is often 
convenient to use it instead of repeating the names 
of those countries. Once their inhabitants spoke the 
same language, which was called Icelandic, because 
nearly all the works now known to have been com- 
posed in it were the productions of Icelanders. 
Gradually, however, the Swedes altered it until they 
had a new tongue; and the Danes altered it in a 
different way, until they had a new one, also ; and 
the Norwegian peasants altered it to suit themselves, 
while the educated Norwegians speak and write 
Danish." 
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TIP/8 LESSON— THE GRATEFUL FAIRY — THE STOLEN MAID-SER- 
VANT—THE ROBBERS CAUGHT— THE BEAR AND THE CAP— THE 
BEAR AND THE BOYS— THE BEARS AND THE BABY. 




£UCK is making a visit at Fonthill, and the 
house is even more lively than usual *in con- 
sequence. His busy little brain is constantly 
thinking up something funny or mischievous to do, 
and his restless little hands and feet are equally dil- 
igent in carrying out his schemes. He has his dog 
with him, a fat, good-natured fellow, whose name is 
Tippoo, but whom he calls Tip. 

Puck plays with Tip. a great deal. He shares his 
luncheon with him, rides on his back, and takes naps 
with his head nestled in his shaggy hair. The droll- 
est thing he has yet done, was pretending to teach 
Tip. to read. Yesterday he had been playing sol- 
dier, and he had on a tall paper cap with some of 
Prince Albert's feathers in the top, and a ribbon 
shoulder-strap and belt, with a wooden sword. He 
thought he looked very ferocious when he shouldered 
the small weapon, and lifted his foot high as he 
marched. Tip. followed him closely, while he formed 
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the whole company, being himself officers and pri- 
vates all in one* 

Puck was tired of this in a few minntes, and then 
he dropped the sword, made Tip. sit down before 
him, and, placing one of uncle's note-books between 
them, made belief teach hiin to read, To be sure 
the rogue did not know a letter himself, and he 
had opened the volume at a blank page ; but the 




TUCK JLJTI* TIP^ 



scene was all the more laughable for that. Aunt 
happened to see the pair as well as I, and she told 
me that I might sketch them for my drawing-lesson. 
Here they are, and a pretty picture they make. 
Our lesson to-day was about 

SiETEBSBAL. 

** Over the mountain, and into the valley of saeters," 
said uncle. 
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"I can't find any such valley," said Thornie. 

" It is not on the map, but it lies west of Chris- 
tiansand, and is one of the wildest districts of Nor- 
way. I was told that twenty years before my visit 
there was only a miserable bridle-path there ; but now 
there is a broad road, and one can drive a carriage for 
ninety miles, not only through the entire valley, but 
also all the way to Christiansand." 

"What are saeters?" asked Maggie. 

"They are mountain pastures to which the Nor- 
wegians, like the Swiss, drive their cattle for sum- 
mer feeding. The poorer peasants often go to these 
sseters in families ; but the wealthy farmers send one 
or more servants to look after the cattle and take 
care of the milk." 

" How lonely they must be ! " exclaimed Thornie. 

" They are so at times ; but they, like the rest of 
the world, sometimes laugh and are merry. I shared 
in one of their festivities, and enjoyed it immensely. 
The fiddler sat on a mossy stone, while the young 
people danced .with great spirit. Their eyes spar- 
kled, their cheeks glowed, bright smiles showed 
teeth like pearls, and the jokes and laughter went 
round, till the tall, stiff old pine-tree in the middle of 
the circle seemed actually holding out its arms for a 
partner, and asking leave to take a share in the fun. 
Enclosing the merry set in a ring of white horns 
stood the cattle, listening in grave silence, but with 
a look of interest in their large, soft eyes." 

"Did you dance, uncle?" 

"Yes. I was taken out by the belle of the dance. 
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who promised to teach me some national figures. She 
was very handsome, and her peasant costume set off 
her beauty to great advantage. Her black hair was 
brushed back from the forehead, and braided in two 
long braids with red ribbon. She wore a gentleman's 
shirt of linen, coarse but white as snow, with a col- 
lar which was fastened at the throat by great studs 
of silver, and just below by a silver brooch in the 
shape of a heart. A jacket of crimson cloth, without 
sleeves, was laced in front by a silver chain, over a 
chemisette of black cloth embroidered with beads. 
Her petticoat was of black woollen cloth, edged with 
three bands of red. It was extremely full behind, 
and so short as to show her garters with their silver 
clasps. Her black stockings reached only to the 
ankle ; but, in order to be very smart, she had drawn 
on white socks. Her shoes were pointed,* and per- 
fectly fitted her pretty little feet. 

" We went on finely with our dancing for a time, I 
making a deal of good-natured merriment by my mis- 
takes, when the music grew fainter and fainter, and 
at length ceased ; a mysterious ' Hush ' went round 
the circle, and all eyes turned toward the path which 
descended a steep pitch, and was lost in the pine- 
trees at its base. The watching continued for about 
five minutes, and then a peasant woman appeared, 
wearing a colored cotton kerchief instead of a bon- 
net, and a heavy crimson and black scarf — in fact, 
a regular tartan — over one shoulder and under the 
other arm, from the front folds of which peeped out a 
pair of laughing blue eyes. 
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u ' Pshaw ! ' exclaimed my partner, whose name 
was Markla ; c it is only Ulva and her baby/ 

" ' And whom did you expect to see ? ' 

" ' Why, Lars fancied it was a Huldre. The silly 
fellow!' 

" ' I am still in the dark,' said, I ;' for I do not 
know what- a Huldre is.' 

" 4 1 don't believe there is such a being,' replied 
Markla ; ' but our legends speak of them as women, 
beautiful in face and perfect in form, but disfigured 
by a cow's tail, which they cannot always hide under 
their garments. It is pretended that they look wish- 
fully at merry people ; and many of my acquaintances 
think that one of them once really joined a mountain 
party like this. The story goes that she appeared 
like one of the gentlest and loveliest of creatures ; 
and her partner thought himself the happiest fellow 
in the world until he discovered with whom he was 
dancing. Then, indeed, he was terribly frightened ; 
but even in his terror he was too manly to betray 
her. m He therefore stooped down and whispered, 
' Fair maid, your garters are unloosed.' She under- 
stood him, and vanished from the spot. The youth 
was well rewarded for his good feeling and courtesy ; 
for she afterward made him many presents, and added 
every year to the number of his flocks and herds.' " 

"I should think he would have cried out; I 
should," said Maggie. 

" I doubt it," answered uncle. " I do not believe 
that my little niece would hurt the feelings even of a 
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Huldre, did such beings exist ; but they do not, and 
never did." 

"How do the men dress in that part of Norway?" 
I asked. 

" In trousers of gray woollen cloth reaching to the 
arms, with a black stripe at the sides, upheld by 
shoulder-straps gay with ornaments, and fastened at 
some distance above the ankles with from four to nine 
buttons, the button-holes worked with bright worsted. 
The bit of shirt seen above the trousers is fastened 
by large, bullet-shaped studs, and a great silver 
brooch. The hats are of felt ; the brim is narrow, 
and the crown is drawn in half way up and then ex- 
pands again like an hour-glass. A silver chain is 
wound two or three times round it, and is fastened in 
front by a silver clasp, to which hangs a cross. It is 
still further adorned by a double band of figured 
velvet." 

"How funny they must look! Do the upper 
classes wear the national costume ? " 

"Not at all. Like ourselves, both Swedes, and 
Norwegians get their fashions from Paris. The old 
costumes are slowly disappearing, and among the 
male peasantry the short blue seaman's jacket and 
trousers are fast taking the place of this curious 
fashion." 

"Do the cattle eat all the grass in the saeters?" 
asked Thornie. 

" No ; a part of it is made into hay. This cannot 
be removed in summer, because the mountain-paths 
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are so difficult ; but it is brought down in winter by 
horses on snow-shoes." 

"Horses on snow-shoes?" exclaimed Thornie, in 
amazement. 

" The snow is so deep that the little animals, quick 
and strong as they are, would sink into it without 
something of the kind to aid them. The edge of the 
shoe is a hoop of birch-wood, a foot perhaps in diam- 
eter. From this, four iron chains, of two or three 
links each, run to a ring in the fcentre, and some wick- 
er-work is also attached to the hoop. The horse 
puts his foot into this basket, and rests it on the iron 
ring and chains, while the wicker-work is fastened to 
the fetlock." 

" How very curious ! Do the men also have snow- 
shoes?" 

u They have similar ones, but lighter, of course." 

"I should like to see a horse travel on snow- 
shoes," said Thornie. 

" They are not as curious as the water-shoes that 
I saw at Christiana." 

" Water-shoes! Water-shoes! How were they 
made ; and how were they managed, uncle? " 

" They resembled our snow-shoes, except that they 
were longer, and were fastened together by an iron 
bar, the distance between them being about a foot. 
They had little iron clamps under which to place the 
toes, in order to keep the feet steady. The oar was 
a paddle, with a blade at each end, and so light that 
it could be handled with the utmost rapidity and 
ease. I saw a race between a boy on water-shoes 
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and a row-boat, in which the Boy was the victor, 
although he lost time in backing, whirling, and turn- 
ing, in order to show off his shoes before the specta- 
tors." 

"Did you see any air-shoes called wings?" asked 
Thornie, with a gay laugh. 

" Unluckily, I did not. They would have been a 
treasure, indeed, when I wished to go out of the 
highway ; as, for instance, to visit 

"the thieves' cave. 

"The cave opened high up in a limestone cliff; 
and was so entirely concealed by the trees and 
bushes which grew about its mouth, that nobody 
could have found it, except by accident. It was 
made still more secure by the smoothness of the rock 
below the entrance, which went straight down at least 
twenty feet without affording a single foothold. 

" There is a story about it, which I will tell to you 
as it was told to me. It was said that a band of 
thieves once lived there, who were so cunning and so 
fleet-footed that they kept all Ssetersdal in fear of 
them. During the day one of the number, who pre- 
tended to be an idiot, went about the country beg- 
ging at the farm-houses, and learning where the best 
booty could be obtained with the least risk. Then 
he returned to the cavern, and his comrades started 
out in the twilight, and, following his directions, car- 
ried off without difficulty the hard-earned savings of 
the industrious peasants. 

"Upon one occasion they visited the saeter of a 
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wealthy farmer, and not only seized the cattle which 
they found there, but also the servant-girl, named 
Asjer, who had them in charge. Asjer was terribly 
frightened at first, but soon recovered her self-pos- 
session, and resolved to appear satisfied with every- 
thing, thinking that she might thus more readily find 
an opportunity to escape. She therefore pretended 
to like her new situation, and went to work to fit up 
the cavern as if she expected to find a permanent 
home there. She cleaned it carefully, arranged 
the various stores in an orderly manner, and made 
cushions to sit upon, and a curtain for the little side 
cavern which she used for her own room. She 
cooked, washed, and mended for the robbers, and 
always greeted them when they returned from abroad 
with a gay jest and a pleasant smile. All this was 
extremely agreeable to the men, particularly to the 
captain of the band, who offered her his hand in mar- 
riage. 

" Asjer pretended to be greatly delighted at this, 
and immediately began to make preparations for the 
wedding. On the day before that fixed upon for this 
important event, she asked leave to go to the farm 
where she used to live, and steal the bridal thrown 
which belonged to her former mistress. The captain 
consented, but first made her promise with an oath 
that she would not speak a word to anybody, and 
that she would return when her business was fin- 
ished. As soon, therefore, as it was dark, he let 
down the rope ladder, helped her to descend, and 
guided her a part of the way through the forest. 
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She was naturally courageous, and the possibility of 
regaining her liberty put her in such high spirits 
that she feared nothing. 

" It was midnight when Asjer arrived at the farm- 
house. The family were in bed, but she began to 
sing a song which was a favorite with them when 
she was at service. 

"'What is that?' exclaimed the mistress, giving 
her husband a nudge. 

"'Thieves! robbers! murder!' shouted the good 
man, who had been dreaming of the band which had 
carried off his cattle and servant, and who now 
jumped half across the room. 'Thieves! robbers! 
murder ! Hans, Nils, Ole, — robbers, I say ! ' 

" His wife, however, had recognized Asjer's voice, 
and, while the farmer was still hopping hither and . 
thither, with the tassel of his red cap bobbing up and 
down in the most comical manner, she opened the 
door, and let her in. By this time the stout boys, 
whom the father had called upon, were awake, and ■* 
all gathered about the maiden, asking her a dozen 
questions in a breath. For answer she only smiled, 
Bhook her head, and put her finger on her lips to 
show that she was pledged to silence. 

"Instead of talking, she took a piece of white 
linen, some red flannel, and a pair of scissors, and 
put them in her pocket. Then she went to the fire- 
place and said, 'The robbers stole me when they 
stole the cattle from the saeter, and though I have kept 
watch ever since, I have found no chance to escape. I 
could not have gof out now but that I am to marry the 
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captain to-morrow, and I pretended that I wanted to 
steal the bridal crown for the marriage. I promised 
to speak to no person, but I did not promise to 
speak to no beam. And now, O beam, I will tell 
you what I will do. I will cut little pieces of the red 
cloth in my pocket, and hang on the bushes along 
the way to the cavern, so that the farmers in the 
neighborhood may visit it, if they are so inclined ; 
and to-morrow afternoon, when the robbers are all 
tipsy, I will hang the cloth out at its mouth.' 

" At daybreak Asjer reached the cave. The cap- 
tain was on the watch, for he had been almost afraid 
that she would break her promise, and remain at the 
farm. He therefore joyfully let down the ladder, 
and helped her through the opening, with a compli- 
ment to her rosy cheeks, which made them still 
redder than before. He was disappointed when he 
learned that she had not been able to get the crown, 
for that appeared to him necessary to the ceremony ; 
but there was no other way than to make the best 
of it. 

44 The day was a truly festive one with the rob- 
bers, who had a grand dinner and drank brandy until 
they were so tipsy that they fell fast asleep. Asjer 
then put out her white flag, and let down the rope 
ladder, that all might be ready for the farmers, who, 
she was sure, would not lose this opportunity of 
revenging themselves for past injuries, and preserv- 
ing themselves from future ones. 

44 As she anticipated, they arrived about nightfall. 
They ascended the ladder without noise, and drew 
4 
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it up behind them. Then they rushed upon the 
sleepers. Bewildered and unarmed, the latter made no 
resistance, and, there being no way of escape, they 
threw themselves over the precipice and were killed. 
The captain suspected Asjer of betraying him, and 
as he was about to leap from the ledge he caught her 
by the apron, resolved that she should not survive 
him ; but the leader of the farmers, who was a quick- 
witted man, cut the strings of the garment and saved 
the girl's life." 

" How glad I am that Asjer was saved ! I am 
sure she deserved to be," exclaimed Maggie. 

"She did, certainly," replied uncle. "She ex- 
hibited a great deal of quiet courage, patience, and 
ingenuity, and she aided materially in delivering the 
valley from the lawless men who had long been its 
scourge and terror." 

44 What did Asper mean by proposing to steal her 
mistress's bridal crown?" I asked. 

44 It has been customary in Norway from the ear- 
liest times for a bride to wear a crown during the 
marriage ceremony. Once it was very handsome, 
being made of silver, and then gilded ; but now it is 
a vulgar, gaudy thing, used only by peasants, and 
hired, when wanted, at a dollar a time. 

44 1 was fortunate enough to see a wedding pro- 
cession of peasants at a short distance from Chris- 
tiansand. It was led by a carriole containing the 
bridesmaid, who wore upon her head a quantity of 
white linen made up in an indescribable fashion. 
Standing on the board behind her and holding the 
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reins, was the master of ceremonies, an assistant 
who not only takes the entire charge of the festivi- 
ties, but is also expected to furnish amusement for 
the guests in the shape of speeches and jests, and 
also to settle all quarrels which may arise from the 
too free use of brandy. Next came a light cart with 
two young girls wearing blue check caps tied with 
red satin ribbon. They had pink aprons over blue 
skirts, edged with red, and small shawls with the 
ends crossed at the waist. A carriole with little 
boys and girls followed, and then another light cart 
with the bride and bridegroom. The latter wore the 
blue seaman's jacket and trousers, now so common 
in Norway ; but the former was tricked out with a 
mass of peasant finery. The most conspicuous 
object was her crown, a perfect tower of red cloth, 
spangles, beads, and gilt lace, surmounted by a 
bunch of feathers and artificial flowers, and still 
further adorned behind with ribbon streamers of 
many widths and colors. Under this tawdry head- 
dress all her hair was gathered so closely that not a 
lock was visible. She wore three skirts, the first 
of dingy white cloth, the second of blue cloth with 
red and green stripes round the bottom, and the third 
and outermost of scarlet with green and yellow 
bands. Each was shorter than the last, and they 
came nearly up to the arms, where they disappeared 
beneath a gilt belt. Her short jacket was of black 
brocade, with a chemisette of scarlet cloth, in which 
was fastened the national ornament, a round silver- 
gilt brooch at least three inches across, and with 
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from fifteen to twenty little pendants fastened to the 
rim. On each shoulder was an immense rosette of 
white gauze. Ruffles at the wrists and white gloves 
completed this heavy and awkward costume." 

" What a pity it was that the bridegroom was not 
in costume ! " said Maggie. 

" It would have made the exhibition more com- 
plete," replied uncle; "but I saw a national suit at 
the house of a farmer. It consisted of knee-breeches 
of black cloth plaited in small folds, a brass belt, a 
jacket of blue under one of red, blue stockings wound 
about with ribbons, a hat covered with white cloth 
with a silver chain fastened round it, a silver chain 
with medals for the neck, and a naked sword to be 
held in the hand." 

"How hideous ! " exclaimed Thornie. 

" It was too coarse in material, too unbecoming in 
fashion, and too bright in color, to be agreeable to a 
cultivated eye," answered uncle. 

" Did you see any very old houses? " I asked. 

u Yes ; there are many in Saetersdal, such as were 
in fashion among the wealthiest people hundreds of 
years ago. I entered one, the owner of which was 
proud of its age. It was built of logs ; and its one 
large living-room had no windows." 

" How then could people see?" asked Thornie. 

" Partly by the light of the fire which burned in a 
square fireplace set round with hewn stones in the 
middle of the apartment, and partly by the daylight 
which came down through a hole in the centre of the 
roof by which the smoke escaped. A lid was fitted 
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to this hole, and fastened to a pole so that it could 
be lifted and lowered at pleasure. Half way between 
the fireplace and the smoke-hole a great wooden 
crane with the end cut into the shape of a head was 
fastened to the wall, and upheld the family porridge- 
pot. This crane was marked by deep cuts received 
at weddings in an age now gone by. In the old 
time, a bridegroom, upon entering the dwelling where 
his marriage was to be solemnized, struck his axe 
into the crane as an intimation that he would permit 
no quarrelling ; nevertheless, such occasions seldom 
passed in peace on account of the quantity of brandy 
which was then drunk. Round the fireplace stood 
heavy benches with curiously carved backs. Against 
one wall two beds were fixed like the berths of a ship, 
and the space between was filled by a cupboard. 
Opposite stood an immense dresser, and other shelves 
around the room held numerous cheeses." 

" What a gloomy place ! " exclaimed Maggie. " I 
suppose that even the peasants have better houses 
now." 

" You are mistaken," answered uncle. " The Sae- 
tersdal peasant is brave, frank, hospitable, and pos- 
sessed of a deep love of liberty ; but he is often lazy 
and dirty to the last degree. His kitchen, dairy, sit- 
ting-room, and bedroom are frequently in one ; and 
the family share their narrow quarters with goats, 
pigs, cats, hens, and ducks. The floor is seldom 
washed except -for festivals ; and the traveller finds 
the bad odors absolutely unendurable*" 
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44 What else did you see in Saetersdal that was 
strange ? " asked I. 

44 A birchen charm called Simon Svipu, once sup- 
posed to prevent nightmare, which is called muro. 
Some peasants still believe in its power; but they 
appear unwilling to acknowledge it. It is the clump 
found on the boughs of the birch-tree out of which 
spring a number of small twigs." 

. 44 How is it used, uncle ? " 

44 First, a knife is wrapped in a kerchief and passed 
three times round the body ; a pair of scissors is also 
used, but in what manner I did not learn ; and the 
charm is hung over the bed. The following words 
are then pronounced : — 

" * Muro, muro, hateful jade, 

If you're in, then you must out; 

Here are Simon Svipu, scissors, blade, 

Will put you to the right about.' 

"The horses are also protected by the charm, 
which is either hung over their heads, or fixed to one 
of the stable-rafters." 

44 How funny ! " said Maggie. " What could have 
put such an idea into people's heads? " 

44 Are there bears in Norway?" asked Thornie. 

44 1 think there are a few scattered over the whole 
country ; for I hardly ever inquired about them with- 
out being told a bear-story, the events of which 
occurred in the immediate neighborhood." 

44 O uncle ! please tell us some of them now," we 
cried. 
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" I was just entering S»tersdal, when I heard ond 
about 

"thb beab and the cap. 

"A little boy, about as large as Bessie, went with 
his father to the forest. The latter, thinking that he 
saw a black fox at a distance, ran after it at full 
speed, telling the child to remain quiet until he 
should return. The animal led him a wearisome 
chase, and finally vanished from sight so suddenly 
that he appeared to sink into the earth. After 
searching awhile for the hole he had entered, the 
father turned to retrace his steps; but he had not 
proceeded far when he came upon the fresh track of 
a bear. To his horror he perceived that it led toward 
the place where he had left his child, and he hurried 
forward as fast as his failing strength would permit. 
He judged by the footmarks that the beast had thus 
far proceeded slowly ; but he knew, also, that as soon 
as he should scent human flesh he would press on 
rapidly. He was tired with his long hunt ; but fear 
supplied the place of strength, and he still kept up. 
Soon the wind arose; and, as it went wailing and 
sighing through the tree-tops, the poor peasant fan- 
cied he heard the cries of his child in the fangs of the 
dreaded beast. He kept his eyes fixed on the tracks, 
and, as they still indicated a leisurely and quiet 
tread, a faint hope sprung up in his heart. Perhaps 
the wind, which blew in the direction in which he was 
running, would carry away the scent so that the bear 
could not find his little one. He had $lmost per- 
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guaded himself to believe this, when all at once the 
footmarks changed in looks. The bear had begun 
to hurry, to run. The peasant almost despaired; 
but, summoning all his remaining powers for a last 
effort, he at length arrived within sight of his -boy; 
then he dropped to the ground utterly exhausted. 
The bear was there before him, and, rushing up, he 
threw out his paw. The claws caught in the child's 
thick woollen cap, which he thus snatched from his 
head. He glanced at it, and then, apparently fright- 
ened at the unexpected result of his blow, he ran 
away with the garment fast upon his foot. The 
peasant had by that time recovered breath. He 
caught his son to his bosom, and half smothered him 
with kisses in his joy and gratitude. The child, who 
knew nothing of the danger which he had escaped, 
began to cry for his cap, and begged to go after it. 
' Let us rather thank the good God that you have lost 
only your cap,' said the father ; and, with the little 
one still in his arms, he knelt down and offered a 
hearty thanksgiving." 

" How nice that was ! " said Maggie. " Can you 
tell us another bear story, uncle ? " 

" Easily," answered uncle ; " for I collected a large 
number in Norway. Will you have a horrible one, 
a pleasant one, or one which is not at all horrible, and 
yet is not entirely agreeable ? " 

" A horrible one," said Thornie. 

"A pleasant one," said Maggie. 

" One neither horrible nor entirely agreeable," 
said I. 
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"A single vote for each style of story ; what shall 
I do ? " asked uncle, with a puzzled look. 

" Your vote decides, uncle," answered Thornie. 

" So it does, and I will vote with Kate and Mag- 
gie," said uncle. u I do not like either to hear or to 
tell a frightful story, unless it is sufficiently instruct- 
ive to repay one for the pain which it gives. So I 
will tell you about 

"the bear and the boys. 

" Two cousins — the one ten, the other twelve years 
old — were watching sheep and cows on the border of 
a forest. One afternoon, just as the sun was going 
down, the younger one began to search for berries to 
add to his poor supper of sour milk and oat cake, 
and while he was separated from his companion a 
bear and two cubs rushed upon the herd. Upon this 
the elder boy, who had remained at his post, gave 
the customary warning by crying out, * The bear is 
here ! the bear is here ! look out 1 look out ! ' 

u In that part of Norway even the smallest lad 
wears a knife at his belt ; but this little fellow hap- 
pened at the moment to be without one. However, 
he did not mind it, but, although provided only with 
a stout stick, no sooner did the bear begin to chase 
the sheep than he ran forward, brandishing this harm- 
less weapon, and trying to look as fiercely as he 
could. The bear was not to be frightened in this 
way, but, leaving the sheep, she rose on her hind legs, 
and with one blow of her fore paw knocked the boy 
to the ground. 
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" The younger one, hearing his cousin's cries, ran 
forward, and found the bear lying across him and 
biting him with her sharp teeth. He tried to draw 
his knife ; but there had been a shower early in the 
day, and the wooden handle stuck to the scabbard 
too tightly for his strength. Still, without losing a 
moment, he went behind the animal and began to 
beat her with liis stick. Strange to say, the bear 
jumped up, and, without even looking at him, began 
again to chase the sheep she had first singled out for 
attack. 

" The little herd-boys might then have run home, 
but they would not desert their charge. The young- 
est succeeded at last in drawing his knife, which he 
shook before the eyes of the beast, at the same time 
addressing her in words of which the peasants imag- 
ine the bear to be afraid : ' Be off, will you ! make 
yourself scarce, or you shall see how I will serve 
you!' 

"The oldest boy, although his clothes were torn 
into strips and he was severely wounded, would not 
permit his companion to fight alone, but crept for- 
ward, and shouted also, and swung about his stick as 
well as he was able. This time the bear really was 
frightened, not by the words, indeed, but by the knife 
and stick ; and, calling her cubs, she made the best 
of her way to the forest. The cousins then collected 
their animals and drove them home, where the wound- 
ed boy was so carefully nursed, that in a few months 
he was able to watch sheep and cows again. 

"'What would you have done if the bear had 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



THE BEARS AND THE BABY. 59 

carried off your cousin?' asked a gentleman of the 
younger of these small heroes. 

"'I should not have returned without him,' an- 
swered the child, sadly ; 4 we should have shared the 
same fate.' " 

"What brave boys! What grand boys!" cried 
Thornie. 

"That is a splendid story, uncle," said Maggie. 
" Can't you tell us another as good ? " 

" That is the best of my collection, I think," an- 
swered uncle ; " but I can give you a pleasant one 
about 

"the bears and the baby. 

"Two women with four children, the oldest of 
whom was ten and the youngest two years old, went 
to a saeter together. One of the women watched the 
cattle, while the other took care of the cabin and the 
little people. All went well until the house-keeper, 
growing bold, went to visit a neighbor, leaving her 
charge to amuse themselves alone. 

" By and by, the children saw two large brown 
animals outside the slight fence which was built round 
the patch of pasture-ground next the cabin ; and, sup- 
posing them to be cows, they quietly climbed over it 
and walked toward the visitors. As they approached, 
the larger of the two beasts compelled the smaller 
to lie down, and lay down himself on the side next 
the new-comers. As soon as he had done so, the 
little two-years-old — the baby of the flock — walked 
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forward and stretched itself beside him, mingling its 
curls with the brown fur of its strange pillow. 

" By that time the oldest child had decided that 
the animals were not cows, but the very enemies that 
her mother was constantly engaged in watching 
against, and became frightened, — so frightened, in- 
deed, that she could not move ; which, perhaps, saved 
more than one life. Fixed to the spot, she saw the 
baby get up from its resting-place and gather some 
blueberries, which it offered to the bear, wlio ate them 
gently from her hand. Pleased with this, it broke 
off a twig from a bough near by, and offered that 
also. This the bear bit in two, leaving half in the 
grasp of the tiny fingers. For many minutes it 
played thus about the animals, when they rose slowly 
and moved away as silently as they had come. They 
had just started when the woman returned from her 
visit, and, astonished and frightened, watched them as 
they went." 

" It was wonderful," said Maggie, drawing a deep 
breath of relief. "Why, uncle, I fancied every 
minute that you would say the bear snapped up that 
darling baby with his sharp teeth, and killed it at a 
single bite." 

" I suppose he was not hungry," said Thornie. 

" No," answered uncle ; " both animals had, doubt- 
less, been feasting on fruit, and did not, at the mo- 
ment, care for food." « 
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THE COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE OF MR. GROUSE — 8T»RK AND THE 
BISHOP — THOLP AND THE BEER-BARREL— THE TROLLS' CHRIST- 
MAS VISIT — THE TROLLS ON THEIR TRAV EL8 — HABALD GRAY- 
MANTLE AND THE FOX-SKINS. 



MR. GRAHAM ! Mr. Graham ! " cried we 
joyfully yesterday afternoon, when we saw 
**3^H that gentleman coming up the carriage-drive. 
Then we ran to meet him ; and Maggie and I took 
each a hand, and Thornie brought up the rear. 
" Quite a triumphal procession," said our friend ; 
and so, indeed, it was. 

When Mr. Graham had shaken hands with uncle 
and aunt, he went to find Bessie ; and in a few min- 
utes he had her on his knee and was telling her a 
story about 

"THE COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE OP MR. GROUSE. 

" The first of last May," said he, " I took my gun 
and went out in search of a mischievous fox, which 
had caught some of my finest hens." 

" Did you find him?" asked Bessie. 

" No ; but I found something else, which gave me 
almost as much pleasure. Being tired with my 

61 
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hunt, I lay down to rest under some cedar-trees. 
The little boughs scattered over me spicy fragrance 
for a welcome ; the sunbeams peeped down now and 
then just to see how I was getting on ; and a family of 
wintergreens held some bunches of scarlet fruit close 
to my hand. I was very quiet, and should have 
fallen asleep, but that just then Mr. Ruffed-Grouse 
walked thoughtfully down the path." 

" Who was Mr. Grouse?" asked Bessie. 

" He was a plump brown bird, such as is usually 
called a partridge. There are no partridges in 
America." 

" So when Ben tells us, as he often does, that he has 
just seen a partridge, we are to understand that he 
has seen a ruffed-grouse, . — are we?" asked Thornie. 

"Precisely," replied Mr. Graham. "But where 
was I? Oh, I remember: Mr. Grouse, as I said, 
walked thoughtfully down the path, trying, evidently, 
to decide upon a matter of great importance. In 
order to brighten his faculties, he hopped upon a log, 
and beat the air with his wings in short, quick 
strokes, until the sound resembled a continued drum- 
ming. Then, having resolved upon the step which 
he had been meditatirig, he jumped down and moved 
away." 

"What was the step?" asked Bessie. 

" To woo little Miss Grouse, who sat modestly 
under a birch-tree. Having fully settled the matter in 
his mind, he stepped boldly forward and commenced 
the conversation thus : — 
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«< Little Miss G., 
I'm as glad as can be 
Your dear self to see. 

"< Little Miss G., 
My bride will you be? ' 

" ' Gay Mr. G., 
Your sweet minstrelsy 
Quite touches me. 
My mamma's in the tree; 
Please ask her if she 
Willing will be?' 

" * Dear Mrs. G., 
Your son I would be 
Most joyfully.' 

" Old Mrs. G. 
Looked down from the tree, 
And said, ' Certainly.' 

" « No time like the present 
For things that are pleasant/ 
Said Mr. G., 
Bight gallantly. 

" * To that I agree/ 
Said little Miss G.> 
Affectionately. 

" Upon this, Mr. Grouse touched his bill to Miss 
Grouse's by way of a kiss, and led her to her mamma, 
before whom both bowed very low ; when she waved 
her foot over them for a blessing, and bade them love 
and cherish each other the whole season through. 

"The ceremony being over, the newly-wedded 
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couple prepared to depart. Little Mrs. Grouse begged 
her mamma to accompany them, and her husband ad- 
ded his entreaties to hers ; but the old lady said that 
young married people were much better off by them- 
selves ; that in no other way could they learn to man- 
age their affairs as quickly and well, and that they 
would even' be more comfortable, since there would 
then be no one to mortify them by witnessing their mis- 
takes and failures. Satisfied by these arguments, the 
loving pair walked gayly away, and when they were 
out of sight I took my gun and "returned home. 

" Some weeks afterward I went that way again, 
and thought I would learn how my friends enjoyed 
their house-keeping. Now, when one makes a call on 
Mr. and Mrs. Grouse, one does not knock or ring at 
their door, as one does in many plages, because they 
are not fond of company, and at such an announcement 
of unexpected guests they would disappear in an in- 
stant. So, instead of this, I looked about as softly as 
possible, and finally found the persons I sought with 
twelve — yes, actually twelve — little ones about 
them." 

" Oh ! oh ! " exclaimed Bessie ; " how nice that was ! 
I wish I could see the little ones." 

" Here is a picture of them," answered Mr. Gra- 
ham, taking from his pocket-book the sketch on the 
opposite page. 

" Oh, the dear, dear little grouses ! how I do like 
them ! " said Bessie. 

" Little, grouse," answered Mr. Graham. " The 
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word has no plural ; one grouse or many grouse, it re- 
mains the same." 

Mr. Graham dined with us, and after he left, we 
went to the library for our lesson. 
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"The three most striking features of Norwegian 
scenery," said uncle, " are its fiords, fields, and for- 
ests." 

" Three F's," said Maggie ; "we can remember 
them easily." 

" You have already described its fiords, uncle." 

"I will then tell you about its forests. In the 
south and east these are immense ; some of them be- 
ing of spruce-fir, forming close thickets, while others 
consist of the beautifully tall, straight Scotch fir, 
whose trunks and boughs form fine woodland temples 
with majestic pillars and vaulted roofs. On the west- 
ern coast there are great tracts of aspen and brush- 
wood alternating with the spruce. Toward the north, 
5 
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the birch and mountain-ash mingle with the firs. 
There are, of course, other trees to be found, but 
these are much the more numerous. 

" The fields are lofty plains, occurring at intervals 
through the whole country, except in the south-east. 
The most noted among them are the Hardanger Field, 
Sogne Field, Lang Field, Dovre Field and Fille Field. 
On the fields, even at midsummer, one finds snow, 
marking with white lines the clefts in the gray rocks, 
lying in broad patches on the barren soil, and glitter- 
ing on the summit of the bold peaks which shoot far 
above them. Great bogs, cold, black-looking lakes, 
wild torrents, and bare cliffs, add to the dreariness of 
the scene. These fields slope gradually down on the 
Swedish side, but toward the ocean they are steep and 
wild. Rugged precipices, often broken into vast 
chasms, with here and there a little birchwood cling- 
ing to their sides, and brightened with waterfalls 
which leap hundreds of feet with roar and sparkle, 
contrast finely with bright valleys, small pastures, and 
cornfields, and the blue waters of the fiords which 
stretch toward the sea like bands of liquid "silver." 

" I suppose the lovely views pay a traveller for his 
trouble," said Maggie. 

" Yes ; though the difficulty and fatigue of crossing 
the fields are often very great. 

" Once, when I was working my way up a narrow 
valley between gigantic mountains, which took curi- 
ous and even frightful shapes, I sat down to take 
breath, and my guide told me the following story about 
a rock which he pointed out, and which he called 
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" stork's stool. 

" In one of the val- 
leys below us, he said, 
there once lived a 
man whose name was 
Stork. He was very 
strong, and also very 
passionate; and when 
matters did not go 
to his liking, he was 
often savage in his 
wrath. Once, when 
the bishop held an as- 
sembly at Kinservick, 
he made a decision 
which enraged Stork, 
who snatched his axe 
from his belt and 
struck at his rever- 
ence with all his 
might. Fortunately, 
he missed his mark, 
and buried the weap- 
on deep in the door- 
post, instead of cut- 
ting open the bishop's 
head. Then Stork 
was frightened and 
fled across the valley. 
He stopped at home 
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just long enough to tell his son what to do in case 
the bishop should pursue him, climbed up the moun- 
tain-side to yonder stone, and, plunging into a hole 
close by it, drew a great rock partly across the en- 
trance, and watched for what might come next. 

" Now, this son of his was named Tholf, or twelve, 
because he was such a giant that he could fight 
twelve men of ordinary size single-handed. He was 
obedient as well as powerful, and set himself to work 
as his father had directed. He placed a barrel of 
beer in his boat, and, when he saw the bishop cross- 
ing the fiord, he rowed out to meet him. As he 
drew near he rested on his oars, saluted his rever- 
ence with the greatest respect, and asked permis- 
sion to drink his health. This was given ; when, 
instead of drawing some beer into a pitcher or gob- 
let, he lifted the barrel and drank from the bung- 
hole. 

"The bishop had been astonished at the size of 
the youth, but he was still more amazed at his 
strength. He began to think that it might not be 
pleasant to fight this family, should it prove to be 
numerous ; and he asked the young man if his father 
had more such sons as himself. 

" ' He has Tholf,' was the shrewd answer ; where- 
upon the bishop, in terror, ordered his boat to be 
turned about, and sped homeward as fast as he 
could." 

" Stork was a cunning fellow," said Maggie. 

" Sharp enough for a lawyer," said Thornie. 
" Did your guide tell you any more stories, uncle?" 
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44 I have made no note of any, but one of my land- 
lords gave me an amusing account of 

"THE TROLLS' CHRISTMAS VISIT. 

" 4 We have a merry time at Yule,' said he. * We 
brew casks upon casks of beer for the occasion, and 
bake a monster cake to be cut on Twelfth-night. 
On Christmas day we stay at home; but the day 
after, we all go out and call on our neighbors far and 
near, crying upon every side " A happy Yule to you." 
At Yule, also, we remember the fairy-folk, and leave 
some cake and ale on the table for them when we go 
to bed.' 

44 ' Does any one ever see the fairies when they come 
for their Christmas supper ? * I asked. 

44 4 Oh, yes — or, perhaps, not now; but people 
did in old times. There was Knut Sivardson Sivard, 
he was one of the lucky ones ; and people came from 
far and near to hear him tell the story. One Yule, 
late in the evening, he heard a knock at the door. 
The wind was high, and the knock was faint, and at 
first he thought it was a twig blown against the 
house ; but when there- came a lull in the noise, he 
heard the tap again, and he called out, "Who's 
there?" 

44 4 44 Neighbors," was the reply from three little 
voices at once. 

44 4 So Sivard opened the door, and in walked three 
small people, who looked as drolly as possible, 
dressed in dark clothes and with pointed white caps. 
The foremost of them was as black as the chimney- 
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back ; and he had a great tooth in the front of his 
upper jaw, which set his upper lip forward disagree- 
ably. " I'm Torn Hougesind," said he. 

" 4 " I'm Harald Blaasind, ,, said the next. 

" 4 " I'm Hundven Leervig," said the last. 

" 4 Sivard didn't know what to think of them, — 
perhaps he had tasted too often of his own brewing 
to see clearly, — at any rate, instead of offering them 
seats and asking them to take off their white caps, 
he said, a little above a whisper, " I wonder I never 
saw you before. Do you live hereabout? " 

44 4 44 Not far away, and we've called to learn how 
you get on this Yule time." 

44 4 Sivard was more and more puzzled ; but this 
mention of Yule brought to his mind the hospitality 
which is due to everybody and everything at this 
happy season; and so he brought forward a large 
birch bowl, such as we use for festivals, and filled 
it with ale for them. It was wonderful to see the 
small people drink. Poor things, they must have 
been nearly choked, or they never could have swal- 
lowed so much. Bowl after bowl was emptied ; and 
by and by Hougesind, growing merry from its effect, 
bit the table, saying with a great laugh that he 
would leave a mark of his visit. 

44 4 Sivard's son Knut lay all this while in bed in 
the corner without speaking a word, but watching 
the queer guests all the closer for that. He was not 
particularly stingy, that I know of, but he wasn't 
inclined to let all the ale go before Yule was well 
over ; so, not knowing any other way to get rid of the 
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unwelcome drinkers, he quietly took down his gun, 
which hung against the wall, and, rising softly to get 
a good aim, fired at Hougesind. I don't know 
whether there was a ball in the gun or not, — per- 
haps, being in bed, young Knut couldn't hold the 
piece steadily, — at any rate, the little troll wasn't 
hurt in the least, although he was terribly frightened. 
The other two were as much afraid as he was, and 
all three disappeared in a twinkling. 

" 4 TlTe family used to show the marks of Houge- 
sind's tooth in the table. Perhaps he made it ; but 
there were some that laughed at it, and said it was 
just such a mark as a horse's tooth would make if it 
had been hammered into it.' " 

"Do you suppose, uncle, that Sivard really did 
hammer a tooth into the table and then pretend that 
the troll bit it?" asked Maggie. 

"I can hardly believe that he did," answered 
uncle. "It is more probable that the mark was 
accidental."" 

" He must have been tipsy," said Thornie. 

" At any rate, the story is vastly amusing," said 
Maggie, " and I should like another very much." 

" Another fairy story ! " exclaimed uncle, in pre- 
tended surprise. " Very well, you shall have one 
called 



u 



THE TROLLS ON THEIR TRAVELS. 



"One holiday season, — it was the night after 
Christmas, if I remember aright, — Haus Ostenson 
heard a great noise in his cow-house. So he jumped 
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out of bed, lighted . a pine knot,, and went to learn 
what it was all about. No sooner, however, was he 
fairly over the threshold than the hubbub ceased ; 
and when, upon looking into the building, he found 
the cattle and sheep in their places, he thought the 
fairy-folk were abroad, and he struck his axe into the 
beam over the door, for steel always shuts out the 
small people. 

" Meantime, his wife, who was ill in bed, saw, by the 
light of the embers on the hearth, a host of little men 
in "gray hurry into the apartment, spread out soft 
quilts of eider-down, and stretch themselves out on 
them as if they were very \ired. The last one was 
just settling himself to his iumd when Haus returned, 
and discovered, to his amazement, the number and 
quality of his guests. He was, however, a brave and 
cheerful man, by no means unwilling to have a little 
fun, and he called out, ' Hollo, my friends ! Who 
are you, and whence do you come ? * 

"' We've had a long journey,' piped up a shrill 
little voice. ' We've come from Kongsberg, and we're 
so tired that we can't get further to-night. Besides, 
we should like to talk with you if you don't object.' 

" ' Not the least in the world, only lie a trifle 
closer, if you can, so that I shall not step on you 
when I go to the bed.' 

" Upon this the trolls drew up together, and Haus 
walked carefully in the path made between them, and 
lay down beside his wife under the bear-skin. 

" * Where do you live ? ' he asked, when he had 
tucked himself in warmly. 
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" i Just below you ; and that is one thing we want 
to talk about. Your horse troubles us, for he is 
stabled just over our dining-room ; and he paws the 
floor and thumps about too much. We wish you 
would move him.' 

" ' Yes,' added another little fellow, 'do be so kind 
as that, for we have done you a good turn ; it was 
when your wife was making a coat for the boy just 
before Yule. You thought the cloth wouldn't hold 
out, but I stretched it so that it did. You thought? 
too, that the pieces that were left were too small to 
use, but I stretched them as well ; and look, I had 
enough to make this coat.' 

"'Very well/ replied Haus. 'I will move the 
horse if he makes too much noise.' 

" Then the trolls nestled closely under their down 
quilts, and one after another fell asleep. Haus 
wished to follow their example ; but he was not sure 
that they did not intend mischief, notwithstanding 
their civil words ; and so he lay staring now at the 
embers on the hearth, and now at the stone range 
for cooking, the great pan for baking bread, and 
the gigantic pot in the corner which the red light 
made dimly visible. By degrees these objects grew 
fainter and fainter, the pan glided into the pot, the 
pot leaped on the range, and the range itself grad- 
ually disappeared. But his wife, who put small con- 
fidence in the new-comers, watched more faithfully; 
and, as soon as her husband began to snore, she 
saw one of the trolls steal softly toward his clean 
shirt, which had been laid out for the morrow, and 
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begin to tear it into narrow strips. Although she had 
been in a fright ever since their arrival, she found 
courage to nudge her husband, and whisper, ' Haiis, 
Haiis, wake up ; it will be in inch-pieces directly.' 

44 With this Haiis sprang up in bed and called out, 
4 Stop ! stop ! I say.' 

44 4 We need shirts more than you can think,' re- 
plied the little man ; 4 and this one is so large that we 
can get ever so many out of it for us ; ' and off went 
another strip. 

44 Stop, I tell you ! " roared Haiis, now fairly 
aroused ; 4 stop, or I will fire at you in the name of 
the cross.' 

44 Nobody knows to this day which frightened them, 
the name of the cross or the sight of the rifle which 
Haiis took down from the wall above his bed ; but 
whichever it was, it did the work, for the little men 
were off in a twinkling. Haiis laughed, but not 
loudly enough for them to hear him, as they tumbled 
and rolled over each other in their eagerness to get 
away ; and when they were fairly outside the house, 
he jumped up and ran to get another look, when he 
saw them mount their horses and ride like the wind. 
Then he shut and barred the door, and took up his 
shirt to see how much of it was left. To his surprise 
it was whole again. 4 Ah,' said he, 4 the little fel- 
lows did no harm after all. I am half sorry that I 
didn't give the tallest one a bit of linen, he wanted it 
so much. At any rate, I will move the horse to-mor- 
row.'" 

44 Did he move the horse, uncle?" 
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" Yes, and the animal grew fat and glossy, and re- 
mained so ever after." 

44 What droll stories poor people tell and believe ! " 
said Maggie. 

44 Your idea is not well expressed," replied uncle. 
44 It would be better to say ignorant people ; for many 
poor people are well educated, and many rich people 
are ridiculously ignorant." 

44 Like Mr. Gates, who is worth a million," said 
Thornie. " He told Mr. Thurston that he could spell 
brig and ship, but if he died he couldn't spell 
schooner." 

44 But, uncle, the troll who met Dyre Vo was as tall 
as a fir-tree, and the trolls in this story are dwarfs ; 
how does that happen? " 

44 The word troll is a common title for all mis- 
chievous supernatural beings." 

44 What part of Norway did you like best, uncle? " 

44 Central Norway, although the district of Thele- 
marken, in the south, of which I have told you, is one 
of the most charming in the country for the* beauty 
and variety of its scenery." 

44 Did you visit in central Norway?" 

44 1 did ; and among my pleasantest recollections 
are those of a day spent with a wealthy bonder." 

44 What is a bonder > uncle?" 

44 He is a peasant, but not such a one as the trav- 
eller finds in the other European countries ; and in 
order that you may understand the position of this, 
the most interesting class in Norway, I will tell you 
a few facts from history* The feudal system — that 
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is, the mere using of land by a conquered people on 
condition of rendering certain services every year to 
the orvners of it — never existed in Norway. The 
earlier races who dwelt there either died out very soon 
under the rule of their conquerors, or fled to the far 
North; and so the land was divided among the 
victors, who were really equals. The small kings, 
who at one time ruled each over his little territory, 
were merely chiefs, who were permitted to command 
through their skill and bravery ; and who, in all im- 
portant matters, were obliged to submit to the decis- 
ions of the Things, as their popular assemblies were 
called. Thus, you see, the country was occupied by a 
body of free land owners, not land holders, merely. 
Still further, in order that there might never be a 
small class very rich and powerful, who should be 
able to tyrannize over the rest, the estate of the 
father did not go at his death to the eldest son, as it 
does among the nobility of Europe ; but it was and 
is now divided among his children." 

" Then the bonders are much like our farmers." 

" Very much. They are industrious and economi- 
cal, somewhat cold and distant in manner, but very 
hospitable, honest, and patriotic. They are well- 
formed and vigorous, and often remind one of the 
descriptions of their Norse ancestors." 

u Did you have a good visit at the bonder's you 
mentioned ? " 

« I did. Shall I describe it ? " 

" Please do so." 

" The dwelling, like most of those of his class, was 
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made up of several small log-houses built round a 
square. There was one with a large room, not car- 
peted, but furnished on each side with beautiful cab- 
inets and tables, some of them carved and gilded, and 
some finely painted. In the middle stood a heavy 
table with massive legs, and in the corners were 
wooden settees not at all in keeping with the hand- 
some cabinets. A tall clock, such as used to be 
fashionable in New England a hundred years ago, 
kept time for the family, and told when to ring the 
bell, which hung in a little cupola on one of the build- 
ings* This was the drawing-room. Two other build- 
ings contained sleeping-rooms, some of them with 
handsomely curtained beds, and some with plain fur- 
niture for ordinary use. Then there were store-rooms, 
where I saw many tools and materials for the trades 
which were carried on at the farm, and the comfort- 
able articles laid away for winter use. Among them 
were birch-bark for tanning, lasts for shoe-making, 
looms for weaving, great oat-meal* cakes for the labor- 
ers, furs which had once been worn by bears, foxes, 
and wolves, reindeer boots, woollen garments, blan- 
kets, and comfortables of eider-down, ail good and in 
abundance, and neatly kept. Another little house 
was used for dried and salted meats, and still another 
for the kitchen, upon one side of which was a range 
for cooking, and upon the other a row of beds for the 
servants." 

" How droll it would seem to have so many little 
houses 1 " 
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44 It is a very old custom, but also a very incon- 
venient one." 

44 There were barns, I suppose," said Thornie, who 
loves to hear about farm matters. 

44 Yes, and well-arranged ones, too. The principal 
one was built, like most of those in central Norway, 
on the side of a hill, with entrances to each story, and 
holes to throw down hay and grain to the cattle which 
are stalled in the lower story. It was raised, like a 
New England corn-barn, on little stone pillars, to 
keep out the lemmings." 

44 What is a lemming, please?" 

44 It is a species of rat inhabiting only cold cli- 
mates. Its back is reddish or yellowish with black 
spots, and it has a white head and a gray tail. In 
Norway the lemmings live among the mountains ; 
but at intervals of some years they go down into the 
plains and valleys in such vast numbers as to devour 
every plant, seed, root, — in short, all the vegetable 
matter in their course. They move straight forward 
whatever may be in their way, crossing mountains, 
swimming rivers, and even trying a sea-voyage if 
from the beach they get a peep of a distant rock or 
island. The ignorant among the Norwegians imagine 
they drop from the clouds, and think their appear- 
ance a sign of coming evil." 

44 1 should think that the evil in that case had 
already arrived," said Thornie. 44 Don't they make a 
famine?" 

44 They would if they covered the whole or even 
half the country at once ; but this they cannot do. 
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In old times the people used to try to drive them 
away by fasts and a curious exorcism pronounced by 
the priests." 

44 What is an exorcism, uncle? " 

44 A form of words intended to put evil spirits to 
flight. That used against the lemmings was as fol- 
lows : — 4 1 exorcise you, pestiferous worms, mice, 
birds, locusts, or other animals, by God the Father, 
Son, and Holy Ghost, that you depart immediately 
from these fields, vineyards, or waters, and dwell in 
them no longer, but go away to those places in which 
you can harm no person ; and on the part of Almighty 
God, and the whole heavenly choir, *and the holy 
church of God, cursing you whithersoever you shall 
go, daily wasting away and decreasing till no remains 
of you are found in any place. Which may He 
vouchsafe to do who shall come to judge the living 
and the dead, and the world by fire. Amen.' " 

44 A very solemn form," said Maggie ; 44 but I sup- 
pose it was of no use." 

44 None at all. The lemmings passed on, desolating 
the country like the armies of eastern locusts which 
we read of." 

u The bonder's barn was safe, sitting upon its stone 
posts. How did he look, uncle, — I mean the bonder ? " 

44 He was tall and strong, and wore breeches, a 
jacket with metal buttons, and a red woollen cap. He 
received me with grave politeness, and in a few min- 
utes a decanter and glasses were brought in, and he 
offered me a welcoming drink. This is an ancient 
custom, and my host enjoyed it much, as he claims to 
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be a descendant of the old Norse king, Harald Gray* 
mantle." 

" What a funny name ! Why was he called Gray- 
mantle ? " 

" From a little incident in his life which it is pleas- 
ant to hear about ; so I will relate it. I will call it 

"king harald and the fox-skins. 

" When King Harald had nothing in particular to 
do he liked to visit the Hardanger Fiord. Sometimes 
he lay in his boat, looking down through the clear 
water to the shells and pebbles far below, and some- 
times he tool? an oar in his own royal hand and helped 
his rowers as with ' a long pull, a strong pull, and a 
pull all together,' they made the vessel flypast the 
charming and constantly changing scenery which pre- 
sented itself upon either shore. I think he was better 
and more gentle when he could watch the sun rise and 
set over those lovely landscapes, and that that was 
the reason why he loved them so much. He forgot 
for the moment his ambitious plans and wicked pur- 
poses, and felt once more as he had done when a child, 
before his haughty and restless spirit had driven him 
forth to rob and murder on the sea. 

" Once, when he was at the fiord, some Icelanders 
sailed thither, hoping to sell their cargo of robes 
made from the skin of the arctic fox. But although 
there were many court attendants, and a crowd of 
people brought together by curiosity or business, no- 
body would buy of the poor merchants. They were 
in great distress at this, because they had spent much 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



KINO HARALD AND THE F0X-SKIN8. 81 

time and money in freighting their vessel, and if they 
should fail to sell their goods they would be entirely 
ruined. They talked the matter over often and anx- 
iously, but could discover no way of helping on their 
trade, until the steersman luckily bethought himself of 
asking the king for aid. The latter had known him 
before, but whether in Iceland or during a former visit 
to Norway, I do not know ; at any rate, he resolved 
to assist him, and have a little fun himself out of the 
affair. . 

"Courtiers then, like those of the present time, 
were ready to follow any fashion set them by royalty ; 
and Harald, knowing this, laughed slyly as he fancied 
his own attendants opening their purses, which had 
hitherto been so firmly shut to the poor traders. So 
he invited them to accompany him on a visit to the 
Icelandic ship. As he anticipated, they were eager 
to go, and they did their best to be merry and appear 
pleased, without once suspecting the king's design. 

" 4 What have you to show me?' asked Harald of 
the steersman, when he had climbed up the side of 
the vessel. 

" ' Only some fox-skin robes, sire,' answered the 
steersman, pointing to some piles neatly arranged on 
the deck; 'but they are nicely matched, and well 
sewed. Those soft gray ones are made from the 
skins of young foxes ; those white ones were taken 
from old ones/ 

u i Will you make me a present of one, since I have 
come to visit you? ' asked the king. 
6 
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" ' Most gladly,' answered the steersman. * I will 
give you as many as you like.' 

" 4 Thank you ; then I will take a gray one,' re- 
turned the king, selecting a fine one from the pile 
next him, which happened to be gray. i Ah,' he con- 
tinued, wrapping it round him, * how light and warm 
it is ! I shall think of } r ou many times next winter, 
for I shall wear it often.' 

"Thereupon, one and another of the courtiers 
inquired the price of the robes, and each bought one 
as nearly as possible like the king's. Then, when 
they, returned to the shore, the people who were in 
the town, both the inhabitants and the visitors, seeing 
the new fashion, hurried to the vessel, and the happy 
Icelanders sold every one of their robes long before 
the demand was exhausted. From this circumstance 
history tell us that Harald II. was called Harald 
Gray-mantle." 

"Why that was just what generous kings and 
queens do now!" exclaimed Maggie. "Only think 
how hard the Empress Eugenie has tried to bring 
some kinds of lace and silk into fashion, in order to 
help the lace-makers and silk-weavers. Aunt Mary 
told us all about it, and she said that the empress was 
one of the most gracious and sweet-tempered of royal 
ladies." 
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PRINCE PARAGON AND HIS ADVENTURES WITH THE TALKING 
LEAVES, THE MAGIC FOUNTAIN, AND THE ASS'S SKIN — HOW THE 
BISHOP'S CATTLE WERE TURNED INTO MICE — THE BEAR AND THE 
MAIDEN — THE BIRDS OF THE GLACIER— THE GIANT'S COURT- 
SHIP. 



coaxed Aunt Mary into telling us a story 
last evening, which I will write down before 
giving an account of our morning's lesson. 
She called it 

"prince paragon and his adventures with the 
talking leaves, the magic fountain, and the 
ass's skin. 

44 A long time ago," said she, " there was a prince 
who was so much flattered, that he believed himself 
the handsomest, most learned, and most accomplished 
young man in the whole world. He was even called 
4 Prince Paragon,' to show that he was thought to be 
perfect in every respect. 

44 One day Prince Paragon was out hunting, and 
lost his way, so that he could neither rejoin his follow- 
ers nor return to the palace. As night was coming 
on, he climbed a tree to be safe from any wild beasts 
that might be prowling about, and, cutting off a 

83 
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bough here and there, he made a comfortable spot to 
stretch himself upon. 

44 Presently the leaves began to rustle, although 
there was no wind, — not even the least breeze astray 
in the forest. The prince grew uneasy. 4 Can it be 
that a storm is coming?' said he. Then he raised 
himself on his elbows, and saw that the moon was 
shining as brightly as moon could shine ; that the stars 
were winking at each other as if making fun at the 
very thought of rain ; and that all the wood was nap- 
ping, except only the beech-tree in, which he was ly- 
ing. So he turned over on his narrow bed, and tj|ied 
to go to sleep. 

44 Pretty soon the leaves grew so excited that it 
was wonderful to see, and in their flurry they shook 
down a tiny leaflet which lodged in the prince's ear. 
He took it out, held it up to the light, and then put it 
back, saying, 4 It will keep out insects.' With this, 
he resolutely shut his eyes. But the leaves kept up 
their bustle, and in the commotion another of their 
number was brushed into the prince's other ear. Then 
something happened, indeed, for the prince perceived 
that the leaves on the tree were talking together, and 
he could even understand what was said. 
44 4 Aha, so we have a prince among us 1 ' 
44 4 Yes ; a prince ! a prince ! ha ! ha ! ' 
444 Who would have thought it? He is such an 
insignificant-looking fellow, I never should have 
dreamed of his being well-born.' 

44 4 But he is, for all that ; and, will you believe it, 
his courtiers have flattered him till he thinks he is 
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the handsomest, most learned, and most accomplished 
prince in the world, — ha ! ha ! ha ! ' 

u ' It is not strange that the courtiers should tell 
him so, because they want money, places, titles, and 
the like ; but that he should believe them, — that is 
too ridiculous ! It is, indeed ! ' 

" i Let me take another look at him. Dearie me ! 
he the handsomest prince in the world ! ' 

" ' And the rnost learned ! ' 

" ' And the most accomplished ! ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! ' 

u Then the prince heard above, around, and below 
him, such a burst of tinkling laughter as nobody can 
fancy. He grew very angry, — not with the leaves, — 
oh, no, indeed, — but with his courtiers ; because by 
their wicked falsehoods they had prevented him from 
becoming, if not handsome, at least really learned 
and really accomplished; and he longed to punish 
them for what they had done. i If I could only 
know,' he exclaimed aloud, ' if I could only know 
who are the most to blame ! If I could only know 
whom to trust ! ' 

" i We can tell you a way/ said the leaves. i We 
can tell you how it can be done. At the foot of this 
tree there is a magic fountain, and in the fountain 
there lives a sprite. When morning comes, go thither 
and tell the sprite what you want, after drinking of 
the sweet water/ 

" i That I will do,' answered the prince ; ' and I 
thank you a thousand and a thousand times.' 

" i You are welcome,' returned the leaves ; and they 
all dropped asleep in a minute. 
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" With the daybreak the prince descended from the 
tree, and saw the fountain gushing brightly up from 
among the mossy roots which had twisted themselves 
into a pretty basin. He knelt down beside it, and, 
bending over the water, said, * O dear sprite, who 
the leaves above tell me dwellest in this beautiful 
spot, listen to my wish. I am a prince, though you 
may not think it, for I have changed my opinion of 
myself so much since yesterday, that I am not the 
same in my own eyes. My courtiers are deceitful 
and treacherous. Help me, I pray you, to distin- 
guish between the false and the true.' 

44 4 Drink of my fountain^ said the sprite. 

44 The prince took up a few drops in the hollow of 
his hand and drank from it as from a cup. 

44 Instantly he was changed into the likeness of an 
ass. 

44 4 Anything more? * asked the sprite. 

44 4 Yes,' answered the prince. 4 1 shall want a robe, 
a lute, and a purse of gold/ 

44 4 Here they are,' replied the good water-sprite ; 
4 and when you have learned whom to trust, re- 
turn" hither, and you shall again receive your natural 
form.' 

44 Then the prince went to the palace and sat down 
by one of the gates. 

44 The king and queen were nearly distracted with 
grief for the loss of their son, and gave strict orders 
for the forests to be searched in every direction by a 
thousand men, some on foot, some on horseback, and 
each one furnished with a flagon of wine and a basket 
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of bread and meat, in case he should find the lost one 
hungry and faint. But many of the courtiers, as 
soon as they were out of sight of their majesties, did 
not attempt to conceal their joy. Especially was this 
the case with the friends of Prince Paragon, — even 
those whom he had most feasted and honored. 
4 What a fuss for an insignificant booby ! ' exclaimed 
one. * I confess, I think him well out of the way ! ' 




FSIVOI PABAGOU I1T THE ASS'S SKI1T. 

said another. 4 Such airs as he put on ! ' said a third. 
4 To think of calling him Prince Paragon ! * said a 
fourth. 4 The best of it was that he believed us,' 
added a fifth ; and then all joined in such boisterous 
laughter that the queen, who heard it in her chamber, 
thought the prince had arrived, and sent a servant to 
say that she wished to see him immediately. 
44 All this the Ass listened to, and a great deal 
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more beside. You may be sure not a word escaped 
him, especially when, as occasionally happened, one 
more honest than the rest reproved the ill-timed mirth 
of the young courtiers, and defended the absent 
prince as well as he could. * His worst fault was 
liking such a flimsy set as you are,' said one of these 
frank men. 4 If he had not been very good at heart, 
you would have entirely spoiled him,' said another. 
* He would really have been all he fancied himself but 
for your knavish flatteries/ continued a third. But 
most of the young men and not a few elderly ones- 
laughed still, and made all manner of fun of their lost 
prince. 

" By and by the men returned from their fruitless 
search, and the king and queen had a splendid 
funeral for their son. The court-preacher pro- 
nounced a grand sermon, and told what a wonderful 
young man the prince was, and everybody went into 
mourning; but the Ass had heard the preacher 
sneering at him more than once, and of all those who 
put on black crape, he found that not more than a 
dozen men beside his dear papa cared for him in 
their hearts. 

" He could not learn much about the grief of the 
ladies by simply listening ; so as he sat by the gate 
he took out his lute and touched the strings to such 
sweet, sad melodies as were enough to bring tears to 
the brightest eyes. Some of the ladies, as they passed 
in and out, swept haughtily by him ; some said tHat 
the music was much better than Prince Paragon's; 
but one, named Miranda, took him every day into the 
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court, and listened weeping to his strains. 4 The tones 
remind me of the prince,' said she, * Prince Paragon. 
I would not flatter him when he was alive, but I may 
at least mourn for him now that he is dead/ 

" By and by the Ass disappeared, and three days 
afterward Prince Paragon returned. Ah, then, how 
glad everybody pretended to be ! The court-preacher 
was fairly overjoyed, and those who had talked the 
worst about the prince behind his back were the very 
ones who went into raptures before his face. He let 
4hem say whatever they thought proper, and then he 
called the whole court together to listen to his adven- 
tures. When all were ready, he told them about the 
talking leaves and the sprite of the fountain, and how 
he had heard their own words at the palace gate. As 
he proceeded, some of the audience turned very red, 
and some turned very pale, and almost all of them 
looked as vexed and ashamed as it was possible for 
people to be. 

"After this, with the permission of his parents, 
Prince Paragon made a great overturn at court, and 
the dishonest were put out of their offices, while the 
honest received hTonor and power. Best of all, he 
married the modest, faithful Miranda, to the great 
disappointment of many more showy ladies who had 
tried their best to win his hand." 

When we came together for our lesson, we found 
Thornie busy with the map, which still hangs on the 
wall. It is very large, and shows clearly the ins and 
outs of the Norwegian coast. 

44 Uncle," said Thornie, with his pointer on the 
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word Trondhiem (pronounced Tronyem), "of course 
you went to the capital of Norway? " 

"I did," replied uncle. "It is a pleasant town, 
with well-built houses, wide, well-paved streets, and 
many gardens, full of vegetables, fruits, and flowers. 
It stands on a peninsula, washed by the waters of 
the fiord and the river Nid. Behind it rise picture- 
like mountains, in front lies the shipping, and down 
the fine harbor appears the island of Munkholm, with 
its frowning fort, the chief fortification of the city on 
the sea-side. I was principally interested in the 
remains of the magnificent old cathedral, founded in 
the eleventh century, but I doubt if you will care for 
a description of it." 

" I would much rather hear about the Trondhiem 
flowers," said Maggie. 

" Or, what would be still better, you would accept 
a superb nosegay of Trondhiem carnations, spicy 
pinks, and great, sweet, many-tinted roses ; or gather 
at your will a bunch of golden buttercups and dan- 
delions, mixed with violets and blue gentians, and 
edged with the white multiberry flower, and the 
white and pink blossoms and spray-like green of the 
heathers. Possibly, also, you might enjoy a dish of 
cherries, plums, apples, and pears, from the pretty 
gardens in the city, or the charming villas scattered 
over the mountains which enclose it." 

"Are there any troll stories about those moun- 
tains, uncle?" 

" Yes, many. A particularly curious one is about 
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" THB BISHOP S CATTLE, AND HOW THEY WERE TXJKNED 
INTO MICE. 

"In the time of the trolls, — whenever that may 
have been, — they frequented the mountains near 
Trondhiem, to the great discomfort of the herdsmen 
thereabout, because they stole the cattle, unless the 
animals were kept every moment under a human eye. 
This made the labor of the herdsmen very difficult ; 
and also made them anxious lest they should forget 
their charge for a moment, and so lose them alto- 
gether. 

"It so happened that one of the Trondhiem bish- 
ops was a cattle-fancier, and spared no trouble or 
expense in collecting the finest herd ever seen in 
Norway. There were three hundred, and he ap- 
pointed three keepers of known diligence and fidelity, 
whom he ordered to keep the strictest watch, and to 
take turns in eating and sleeping, so that, at least, 
one pair of eyes should be always on his handsome 
animals. The men promised good behavior, and 
immediately drove them to a green and well watered 
but small valley, so shut in that they could not stray, 
while they were always in full view from the lookout 
on the rocks above. 

" All went well for a time ; but one day, when the 
herd were grazing quietly on the thick herbage, an 
elk of gigantic size suddenly appeared on the height 
opposite the keepers. Never was such a majestic 
one seen before, and the eyes of the herdsmen were 
for an instant fixed on his many-pointed antlers, his 
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long limbs, and hanging lip. Then, recollecting them- 
selves, they looked toward the valley ; but, lo ! the 
fine cattle had disappeared, and nothing was to be 
seen but three hundred mice, which went leaping and 
tumbling into a crevice in the earth. Down ran the 
men, but the opening was already closed, the grass 
over it was soft and green, and, although they 
searched and searched, they could not discover where 
it had been." 

44 What did the bishop say when he learned that 
his herd had gone? " asked Maggie. 

44 The story does not state," answered uncle ; " so 
we may make up a speech for him to suit ourselves. ,, 

" Did you go further north, uncle?" 

u I went to Hammerfest, the most northerly town 
in Europe." 

" Very cold up there?" asked Thornie, as he found 
the place for us on the map. 

" So cold that, before the traveller arrives there, 
the wheat, and rye, and oats, and barley, wave him a 
good-by, saying, * When we go further, we can't fill 
our heads;' the potatoes nod to him and whisper, 
4 Neither can we round out our tubers ; ' and the mag- 
nificent pines and beeches shake their tops doubt- 
fully, and refuse to advance. Even the birches, — 
the most hardy of trees, — after fighting against the 
cold and frost till they are so small that a botanist 
once carried away six, trunk, boughs, roots, and 
all, in his pocket-book, cease altogether, except in 
the deepest and warmest valleys." 

44 Then there were no gardens at Hammerfest?" 
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"Not a tree or shrub, not so much as a lady's 
flower-border ; but on the hill behind the town were 
lovely little arctic blossoms, among the beautiful 
fresh mosses, as charming as any of their cultivated 
sisters." 

" Is it a handsome place ? " 

" By no means. There were three streets, and a 
square, — all muddy and smelling badly of boiling fish- 
oil, — a church, and a hotel. The roofs of the better 
houses were painted red, those of the peasant cot- 
tages were of green grass, and those of the cabins 
belonging to the Finns on the outskirts were of 
turf." 

" What made you go there, uncle? " 

" I wished to see the sun shine at midnight ; for 
in that latitude, you will remember, the summer is all 
day, and the winter all night." 

" And did you see it?" 

" Yes, his majesty just dipped behind the moun- 
tains, and at twelve o'clock precisely he appeared 
again, kindling the snow-peaks and touching with 
golden rays $he waves of the lovely fiord." 

"Ah, that was glorious!" exclaimed Thornie. 
" How splendid it must be to have all day and no 
night!" 

"Yes; one could do almost everything," said 
Maggie. 

" If one did not tire," said I. " How is it, uncle, 
— can one do so very much more when it is all day- 
light ; and did you like it so very well ? " 

" I did not accomplish a great deal more than in 
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our days," replied uncle ; " but I found the constant 
light very convenient. There was no occasion for 
haste ; no need to hurry up or hurry to bed ; no need 
to hurry home from a sail, or drive, or visit ; no need 
to wind up a fish-line or put aside a gun till I was 
too tired to use them. The children played in the 
street nearly all night at Hammerfest, and I began 
to think that the people kept awake through the arc- 
tic summer, and slept through the arctic winter." 

"Does Lapland belong to Norway?" asked 
Thornie. 

" Two-thirds of it belong to Russia, and the re- 
mainder belongs to Sweden and Norway." 

" Did you see any Lapps, uncle?" 

" Yes ; I made a charming excursion to see a com- 
pany who had driven their reindeer to the hills near 
the sea, to escape the insects which in summer craze 
them with their bites. I found them in a lovely 
valley, through which ran a clear mountain brook. 
They had an encampment of little huts of turf, with- 
out fireplaces, and with only a hole in the roof for the 
smoke to escape. 

" Pretty soon, a herd of small, dark-colored ani- 
mals appeared at a distance. They grew larger and 
larger, and then I saw that they were driven by a 
couple of keepers and some Lapland dogs. The 
bucks fairly bent under the weight of their great ant- 
lers ; the does were thin and by no means pretty ; but 
the little dun-colored fawns were as graceful as need 
be, and I wanted to bring away some for domestic 
pets." 
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" Do the Norwegians keep herds of reindeer? " 

" They used to do so ; but it is supposed that there 
are not now more than one or two of them south of 
Finmark. In Lapland proper the herds are very- 
large. From two to three hundred are required to 
support a family in comfort, and some Lapps have a 
thousand. The reindeer herdsmen have a hard life. 
Day and night, both in summer and winter, they 
watch their animals to keep them from straying, and 
to protect them from bears and wolves." 

" How can they do it? I should think they would 
be worn to death." ; 

" They divide the twenty-four hours into watches 
of eight hours each, and the men and women take 
turns in the work with fresh dogs at each watch, 
which, at a signal from their masters, take their 
accustomed posts, and remain like faithful sentinels 
until the time is out." 

" I suppose the Lapps could not do without their 
dogs," said Thornie. 

" No, it would be impossible ; and yet the poor 
animals are so scantily fed that I wonder they have 
any strength or spirits. The little refuse that they 
can pick up out of doors, with the rinsings of the 
milk-vessels, are in many families their only food." 

" Did the Lapps whom you visited offer you any 
refreshments ? " I asked. 

" Yes. In the first place, one of the women 
brought from a hut a long, limber thong of leather, 
with a running noose at the end, which she used like 
a lasso, throwing it over a doe. The other end she 
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fastened to a birch shrub, and milked into a small 
wooden vessel. This she handed to me, with the 
curiously cut horn spoon which you have seen in the 
cabinet, and which I bought as a remembrancer of my 
visit." 

" Did you like the taste of the milk, uncle?" 

" I did. It resembled the cream from cows' milk 
in color and thickness. It is sometimes made into 
butter, but not often. I suppose that unless the herd 
is large it cannot be spared for that purpose, since 
the average yield of the does is not more than a half- 
pint each at a milking." 

" Did they give you anything else? " 

" One thing more, — some cheese from a wooden 
vessel which was buried in the ground. It was very 
hard and disagreeable. Indeed, I think that only 
Lapps can eat it." 

" Do the does dislike to be milked that they are 
lassoed ? " asked Thornie. 

"They do dislike it extremely, and the milkers 
thus become so skilful with this weapon that they 
sometimes catch other animals beside does. I was 
told a lively story about this, entitled 

" ' THE BEAR AND THE MAIDEN.' 

which ran thus : — 

" Two young Lapps — a youth and maiden — were 
driving a herd of reindeer through a forest. They 
were betrothed with the consent of their parents, the 
marriage-day was fixed upon, and the wedding-dress 
of the bride elect, gay with its silver trimmings, was 
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finished to the last stitch. As they moved leisurely 
along, chatting pleasantly upon the new home which 
was nearly ready for them, they roused a great beat, 
which, surly and growling at being thus awakened from 
his nap, walked out of his den. The girl, without 
pausing to learn what her companion would do, threw 
her lasso with admirable skill round the animal's 
neck, and at the same instant wound the other end 
round a tree. Rendered savage by this attack, he 
charged furiously upon her, but she leaped aside; 
and he, springing the length of the lasso, was thrown 
to the ground. There he fought the noose with his 
paws until he tightened it so much that he was 
strangled. 

" The prompt action of the courageous girl had not 
blinded her to the conduct of her lover, who, at the 
moment when the bear rushed toward her, ran away 
and hid himself in the thicket. As soon as the ani- 
mal was disabled, she called him in a contemptuous 
manner, pretended to regret his uncomfortable fright, 
which had spoiled their woodland walk ; and then, 
growing serious, she told him that their engagement 
was at an end, since she would never marry so cow- 
ardly a fellow. Her friends approved her decision, 
and the runaway was obliged to hunt up another 
wife." 

" She served him right," said Thornie. " I wouldn't 
have married such a coward if I had been in her 
place." 

" She was a heroine," said Maggie. " I don't see 
how she could have done it." 
7 
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" Of course not, Maggie," replied uncle. " Edu- 
cated as you are, and rendered delicate and timid 
by being shielded from every exposure and danger, 
you could not perform the common duties of a Lapp 
girl's life. She had been trained to hardships, and 
had thus been made bold, prompt, and self-reliant." 

" Are there any glaciers in Norway, uncle? " 

" There are ; and among them is a very celebrated 
one called the Folgefond. It is a majestic mountain 
of ice and snow, entirely filling the space between the 
two great channels of the fiord, which play and glitter 
upon either hand." 

" It ought to have a legend," said I. 

" It has one," answered uncle, " called 

" * THE BIRDS OP THE GLACIER.' 

"The bonders say that beneath this mountain 
there was once a valley named Folgedal. Seven 
villages were scattered over it, the inhabitants of 
which; growing rich and powerful, forgot the good 
Giver of all their wealth, and cared only to rival each 
other in the elegance of their dress, the splendor of 
their houses, and the number of their servants. 

" For this reason, God resolved to punish them, 
not by fire as he destroyed the cities of the plain, but 
by snow; which, if less terrible in appearance, is 
equally certain in its effect. The feathery flakes fell 
so softly and quietly that the dalesmen hardly noticed 
them at first, and when the snow became inconven- 
iently deep they shovelled it from their doors, and with 
merry jokes and light laughter broke out the paths 
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which it had spoiled. As they could do no business, 
they met continually at each other's houses, where 
/ they sang and danced and feasted, and wondered when 
the storm would cease. Still, day and night, day and 
night, it continued without pause, until it required the 
whole force of the villagers, men, women, and children, 
to keep open a little space round the doors and win- 
dows. Gradually, the mirth was hushed, and a cold 
terror settled on their hearts. They at last attempted 
to flee, but this was no longer possible. All the passes 
which led from the valley were filled up, and the 
mountains could not be crossed by the best runner on 
snow-shoes. Soon nothing more could be done, and 
father and mother, brother and sister, old and young, 
were buried hundreds of feet in this living tomb. 

" Thus the foundation of the glacier was laid, and 
every winter adds to its size and splendor. From the 
dead lying beneath no voice ever rose, but for many 
years phantom birds flitted occasionally about the 
spot. They were dazzling in color, — yellow with the 
lustre of beaten gold, red like the ruby, green like the 
June grass when the dew is on it, purple like the robes 
of an emperor, pink like the heart of a damask rose, 
white like a snowdrop, and black with the smoothness 
and glitter of a raven's wing. It was fearful to see 
them flying slowly and sadly from point to point, 
always listening, always watching, always disap- 
pointed in their search. Even the priest crossed him- 
self as they passed him on their noiseless way, and 
the laymen fled in terror. Whence they came and 
whither they went nobody ever knew, but the bonders 
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believed that they were the spirits of the dalesmen, 
lingering in sorrow over their former abodes." 

u It is a sorrowful story," said Maggie, wiping her v 
eyes. 

" But it is not true," answered Thornie ; " so it is 
of no consequence whether it is or not." 

" I like it," said I ; " it is wild and odd, and not 
like the common run of stories." 

" I can tell you another as wild as that," returned 
uncle. "I went to Hammerfest in a steamer, and 
passed the island of Senjen, which has a legend con- 
cerning 

"the giant's courtship. 

" Some hundreds of years ago a giant dwelt in 
Senjen. He was very comfortable until the Norwe- 
gians began to read the Bible and pray to the true God, 
when he became troubled in spirit, foreseeing that the 
end of his race was at hand. He was particularly 
enraged with a nun who lived on a neighboring island, 
and whose chanted hymns put him in such pain that 
he fairly howled and gnashed his teeth, upon which 
occasion people said that there was a tornado. 

" Now the giant had never married, probably be- 
cause nobody would have him, for he was a miserly, 
ill-tempered old fellow, and his scowl when provoked 
was enough to frighten a lady to death. Far from 
being discouraged, however, he set his eye on the 
daughter of one of his giant acquaintances who lived 
on the mainland not far distant, — or rather upon her 
property, for she was rich. There appeared to be no 
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end to her cows, and sheep, and goats, her hens, 
and her reindeer. She had gold and silver dishes, 
and hidden treasures not a few. 4 How nice it would 
be/ said the giant, ' to have all those fine things just 
for the asking ! ' and not doubting but that he should 
be accepted at once, he began to make love to their 
owner in his very softest voice. 

" The giantess heard him, although she was twenty- 
four miles off, but she thought it was thunder ; and 
as she was feeding her twelve dogs, who jumped and 
barked around her, she did not at first pay that atten- 
tion to the speaker which is common on such occasions. 
Receiving no answer, the giant naturally supposed 
that his words had been blown away, and he spoke 
again, this time louder than before. 

" 4 The ugly monster!' exclaimed the lady, now 
fully aware that she was receiving an offer of marriage, 
and by no means flattered thereby ; i the ugly mon- 
ster ! What an impertinence it is ! ' And she shouted 
across the water, * Miserable suitor, ugly and churlish ! 
no, a hundred and a thousand times no I ' 

" The giant, who anticipated a very different answer, 
fell into a rage, which was frightful to think of, and, 
snatching up his stone arrow, he shot it at the indig- 
nant lady. It did not hit her because it split a cliff 
from top to bottom on its way and was thus turned a 
trifle aside ; but she did not escape the revenge of her 
admirer, who changed her to stone by his magical arts. 
The nun was so frightened by the noise of the arrow 
as it cut through the precipice, that she also became 
stone ; and finally, the wicked giant himself, as his hot 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



102 SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

passion cooled, turned into the same material, and to 
this day he is so frightful that tree, and shrub, and 
even the very grass, refuse to clothe him with their 
greenness and beauty, and leave him bare and gray to 
the summer sun and the winter tempests." 

Oddly enough, just at that moment a funny rhyme 
from Mother Goose's charming work came into my 
head ; and I cried, — 

" ' So there was an end of one, two, three,' — 

I am afraid to finish the quotation in connection with 
such a grave subject." 

" Alter it, Kate," said Thornie, " or let me, please, 
like this, — 

"So there was an end of one, two, three, 
Big giant he, miss giant she, and little pun f ee." 

" So that is the way you treat my legend, is it ? " 
said uncle. " Very well, then I will finish with some 
useful information which I wish you to remember. 
In the Norwegian towns there are common schools, 
Latin schools, academies, drawing schools, agricul- 
tural schools, and charity schools in abundance ; but 
the country people live so far apart that it is difficult 
to teach their children as they should be taught. 
However, somewhat is done ; and beside the station- 
ary schools there are what are called circulating 
schools. The teachers of these schools travel from 
one district to another and give their lessons in the 
farm-houses, which in the poorer parts of the country 
are often very small, dirty, and uncomfortable. 
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" The King of Sweden is King of Norway also ; 
but he has far less power over that country than our 
president has over us. The kingdom is really gov- 
erned by a congress, which is much like our own, hav- 
ing two houses, corresponding to our Senate and 
House of Representatives, the members of which are 
chosen by the people. The king can veto — that is, 
forbid — any measure which has been passed by the 
storthing or congress, once or twice ; but if it passes 
three successive sessions the veto loses its force, and 
the will of the people prevails. Norway, also, uses 
her own language in government affairs, coins her 
own money, and has her own flag, like the United 
States, England, or any other independent country. 

44 Now see what you get for laughing at my story ; 
and when you don't wish me to be heavy, encourage 
me to be light." 

" As you will be to-morrow, uncle," said Maggie. 
44 PJease get lots of stories ready, and we will be so 
complimentary that you will imagine some nice old 
troll has taken us in hand, and has been mending our 
manners." 
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NORWEGIAN MOTHER GOOSE— THE FOX AT HOME— A FISHING 
RHYME — ROCKABY BABY — RIDE A COCK-HORSE — THE BABY'S 
RIDE — A GOATHERD'S SONG— NORWEGIAN RIDDLES — A GAME- 
RHYME. 



HORNIE and I were playing battledore and 
shuttlecock to-day* when uncle called us to 
our lesson. At first I was rather sorry to 





leave the game, for we had kept up the little lady 
three hundred times, and I wanted to see how long 
it would be before we should let her fall ; but the les- 
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sou was so amusing that I soon forgot everything 
but that. 

It happened in this way. When uncle was taking 
down his note-book, Bessie said, " Uncle, do the 
people with tile long name sing anything to their 
babies ? I'm 'most tired of Mother Goose." 

" Yes, the Norwegians have a Mother Goose book 
in their heads, if they have no printed copy of the 
old lady's songs. The rhymes are just as silly as 
those in our Mother Goose, but perhaps you will 
enjoy listening to them." 

" Oh, yes, indeed ! " cried Thornie, Maggie, and I, 
all in a breath. 

" We will begin with a description of 

"a habvest scene. 

" ' The squirrels they stand in the meadows and mow, 
Hear how they rustle, the yermin; 
The magpie it loads, and who draws but the crow, 
And the wagoner, it is the ermine.' " 

" What makes them call squirrels, vermin? " asked 
Bessie. 

" The word vermin is used for destructive animals, 
and the squirrels steal corn and nuts." 

"What a pretty picture one might make for that 
rhyme ! " said I. " Little red and bushy-tailed gray 
squirrels with tiny rakes, the magpie loading a bit 
of a cart, the crow drawing, and the pretty ermine 
holding the smallest of cunning whips." 

" Here is one which we will call 
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"THE FOX AT HOME. 

" The fox, the fox, she sits on the lea, 
And hears her children crying : 
Come, children mine, oome home with me, 

What games you shall then be seeing! 
The old fox threshes, the little fox grinds, 
The kitten kneads, the oat she bakes, 
The mouse with his tail he sprinkles the cakes," 

" What is a lea? " asked Maggie. 

" Pasture land, meadow land," answered uncle. 

" What does the mouse sprinkle the cakes for?" 

" When the Norwegians bake griddle-cakes, they 
sprinkle them with water from a brush. 
. " Next we will have 

"A FISHING RHYME. 

" « Row, row to the crab-skerrys; 
How many fishes have you there? 

One, two, three, four, — 

The salmon, the stour; 
One for father, for mother two; 
One for him the net who drew/ 

" What is * crab-skerrys ' ? " asked Bessie. 

" They are rocks along the coast where crabs are 
found. ,, 

" Have the Norwegians a 4 Rockaby Baby'? " asked 
Maggie. 

44 Yes ; here it is : — 

44 ROCKABY BABY. 

"'Tippi, Tippi, Tua, 
Mother was a frua, 
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Father was of gentle blood, 

Brother was a minstrel good. 

His bow so quick he drew, 

The strings snapped in two. 

Longer do not play. 

Strings they oost money, 

Money in the purse, 

Purse in the box, 

Box in the safe, 

Safe in the boat, 

Boat on board the ship, 

Ship it lies in Amsterdam. 

What's the skipper's name ? 

His name is called Helje; 

Have ye aught to sell me ? 

Apples and onions, onions and apples; 

Pretty maidens, eome and buy.' " . 

"Whatisafrua?" 

"Frue means lady. I suppose it is here called 
frua to accommodate the rhyme." 

"I dare say they have a 'Ride a cock-horse/ " 
said I. 

" You are right. I will read the 

" NORWEGIAN ' RIDE A COCK-HORSE.' 

" ' Ride along, ride a cock-horse, 
So, with the legs across; 
Horse, his mane is dapple-gray, 
Little boy, ride away. 
Where shall little boy ride to ? 
To the king's court to woo; 
At the king's court' 
They're all gone out, 
All but little dogs twain 
Fastened with a chain. 
Their chains they do gnaw, 
And say, Wau, wau, wau.' n 
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" Bow-wow-wow," said Bessie. 
" Now we will have 

"the rhyme of the needle. 

" ' Clappa, clappa, darling, 
Trousers they want patching, 
Patch them with a nice cat-skin. 
All the claws turned outside in, 
To tickle my little darling.' " 

" How funny," said Bessie. " Please read more 
baby songs." 

"lullaby no. i. 

" ' My baby lies a warming, 
Warming its little hands; 
The kettle is in a sputter, 
The churn is bringing butter, 
The horse is safe in the pasture, 
The goats are playing among the rooks, 
And the sheep are browsing the heather.' * 

"LULLABY NO. 2. 

" ' Baby, rest thee in thy bed; 
Mother, she's spinning blue thread; 
Brother is blowing on a deer's horn; 
Sister thine is grinding corn, 
And father is beating a drum.' " 

" LULLABY NO. 3. 

" ' Heigho and heigho! 
My little one, how are you ? 
You are brave and you are bright: 
The rain it pours, 
The hurricane roars, 
But my baby sleeps all the night.'" 
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" I fancy Norwegian babies get used to winds 
and storms," said Maggie. 

"It would be strange if they did not," replied 
uncle. " Rain falls there so frequently and with so 
little warning, that on the farms drying-frames are 
used for hay, that it may cure rapidly, and be housed 
from the wet. A Norwegian farm scene always 
presents rows of these drying-frames. 

" The next rhyme is intended to be sung by a 
mother when tossing her baby up and down. 

"the baby's bide. 

" ' Upon the ground there stands a little cup 
Fall of ale to sap; 
So dance my lady up. 
Upon the ground there stands a little can 
Full of ale so brown; 
So dance my lady down.'" 

"Bessie can sing that when she jumps Snowball 
on her knee," said Maggie. 

" What next, uncle? " asked Thornie. 

"a goatherd's song. 

" ' Hasten, hasten, then, my goats, 
Along the northern heights, 
Homeward over rocky fell, 
Tange, Teine, Bear-the-Bell, 
Dros, also Duri, 
Silver, also Fruri, 
Ole, also Snaddi. 
Now we have the goats all, 
Come hither buck, oome hither don, 
Come hither little speckled one, 
Young goats and brown goats oome along; 
That's the end of my good song.' " 
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" That is merry," said Maggie, and she sung sev- 
eral lines to a lively air. 

"I should like to have some goats and call 'em 
like that," said Bessie. 

"Would you?" asked uncle, smiling down on her 
sweet face. "Would you like some goats very 
much?" 

" Very, very much," answered Bessie ; and by the 
look that uncle gave her I judge she will have some 
goats. 

" Can't you tell us some more? " asked Bessie. 

" I can tell some 

"NORWEGIAN RIDDLES," 

replied uncle. 

" ' Round as an egg, 
Longer than a church wall.'" 

" As round as an egg and longer than a church 
wall," repeated Maggie, slowly and thoughtftilly. 
" There are a great many things as round as the one 
and longer than the other, but I can't think of any- 
thing which is both as long and as round." 

After a few minutes' study, we cried, " We give it 
up." 

" A ball of yarn. 

" Now for another : 

" ' What goes from the pasture to the shore 
And does not move ? ' " 

" I know," said Thornie. " It is a fence." 
" Right," answered uncle. 
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" ' I know a wonderful tree : 

The roots stand up and the top is below ; 
It grows in winter and lessens in summer.' n 

" Nothing grows in winter but snow-banks," said 
I. " Ah, I have it ! it is a glacier. The root, the 
end at which it is fed, is in the air. The snow in- 
creases it in winter, and the sun lessens it in sum- 
mer." 

" Right again," replied uncle ; " but I doubt if you 
guess the next one : 

" ' What is that as high as the tallest tree. 
But the sun never shines on it ? ' " 

We studied over this a long time, and guessed 
many impossible things. At last uncle told us that 
it is the pith of a tree. 

" That is a splendid one," said Thornie. " What 
comes next, uncle ? " 

" A game rhyme." 

"Then the Norwegian children do play some- 
times," said Thornie. " I didn't know but they were 
as grave as their mountains." 

" By no means," replied uncle. " They have fewer 
toys and books than New England children, but they 
have kittens, dogs, kids, and chickens; they make 
little boats of birch-bark, which they sail merrily on 
the rivers and ponds ; and water-mills, which whirl 
their tiny wheels and keep up their busy tick-tack 
in every mountain brook. They make, also, whips, 
bird-cages, and nets; and the boys learn to carve 
pretty articles for use and ornament. A pleasant 
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excitement is occasioned by the going forth of the 
fishermen, who take salmon, trout, perch, roaches, and 
eels, in the fresh water, and along the coast catch 
cod, mackerel, and haddock. The hunters, too, add 
greatly to the interest of the boys and girls, for they 
have wonderful stories to -tell of adventures and es- 
capes, which are even more entertaining than books, 
since the little listeners are acquainted with the 




CHILDMOT A* PLAT. 



speakers, and can ask questions about the smallest 
particulars." 

" What do they hunt, please? " 

" Along the coast, they hunt for sea-fowl, for the 
sake of their eggs and feathers. Vast numbers of 
puffins, guillemots, gulls, terns, and eider-ducks haunt 
the islands and crags, and are caught by the fowlers. 
Some of these birds, such as puffins and guillemots, 
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nest among pieces of rock which have fallen from the 
cliffs, or in burrows which they dig for themselves 
with their strong bills. In such cases they are often 
hunted by dogs, which are turned loose early in the 
morning, when they separate and post themselves 
each by a hole, to which they trace the parent bird by 
scent, or into which they have seen her enter with 
food for her little ones. - There they remain silent and 
motionless, until the poor mother comes out for a fresh 
supply of provisions, when they seize and kill her." 

" Dear birds," said tender-hearted Maggie ; " that 
is very hard." 

"I thought," said Tbornie, "that the fowlers 
climbed up the cliffs, or else were let down them from 
above. I am certain that I have seen pictures of them 
doing so." 

" You are right ; they do hunt in both ways. 
When they climb up to the hollows under the project- 
ing ledges, they have each a pole from twenty to 
twenty-four feet in length, with an iron hook at the 
end, and each has a long rope fastened round his 
w-aist. Their comrades in the boat push them up the 
first height by putting the hook through the waist- 
bands of their breeches. Then the first man pushes 
the second up the second lift of rock, and when he 
has found a spot wide enough for his feet to rest upon, 
he in turn palls up the first one by hook or rope, and 
so on. This is frightful work, for the least misstep, 
the crumbling of a projection loosened by the frost, 
or the least giddiness of the head, would send the 
poor climber down, down into the waves below." 
8 
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" It makes me shudder even to think of it," said 
Maggie/ 

" How do they get the birds?" asked Thornie. 

"In those places which are seldom visited, the 
birds are so tame that the fowlers can catch them 
with the hand ; but usually they throw nets over 
them?" 

"And then?" 

" They toss the game into the boat which waits 
below." 

" Sometimes, tne fowler cannot climb in this way. 
In that case, he fastens a long, stout rope about his 
waist, and then draws it between his legs, to make a 
sort of seat, and, with his bird-pole in his baud, he is 
let down by six men, who hold the cord at the top. 
A second line is fastened to his waist, and this he 
pulls, in a manner agreed upon beforehand, when he 
wishes to be held still, to be raised, or lowered. He 
uses his pole to drive the birds from their holes, 
which, after catching, he ties to the second line. 
The most courageous of these men sometimes fix a 
post firmly in the ground, and tie a rope to it, of 
which they make a ladder by fastening it as they are 
able on the sides of the cliff. Upon this slender sup- 
port, which one can hardly see at the distance of a 
few feet, they run up and down without fear." 

" Do the men ever get killed? " 

" Sometimes ; but not as often as one would sup- 
pose." 

" I should like to see the fbwlers, and hear them 
tell just how they feel, and whether they are ever 
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frightened when they are w6rking on those terrible 
crags." 

" So do the Norwegian children on the fiords, while 
those further inland listen with eqnal pleasure to 
bear and wolf, reindeer and fox stories." 

"Uncle Paul, are you through telling about the 
children?" asked Bessie, with one eye on Spot, who 
was looking in at the window, and trying to coax her 
into playing with him. 

" Not quite," replied uncle. " I have not read the 
game rhyme yet. A number of children join hands 
in a ring and dance round and round, while they sing 
the first of the following verses, and half the second 
one. At the third line of the second verse, the ring 
is broken, and each player tries to seize a partner. 

"game rhyme. 

" ' Shear, shearing oats, 

The sheaves who shall bind? 
My true love, he shall do it, 
Where is he to find? 

" ' I saw him yester-e'en 

In the clear light of the moon; 
Yon take yours, I take mine, 
One is left standing alone.' " 

"That is just the thing," said Maggie. "Please 
let us try it." 

" Who will make your circle? " asked uncle. 

" Oh, you and Aunt Mary, ourselves, — that is, we 
children, — and — and — for a seventh, Rose Trasker. 
There she is now in the veranda ; " and Maggie ran 
to open the door. 
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Rose was as ready for fun as anybody could be ; so 
we quickly made up our circle. We sang the first, 
and half the second verse, and at the third line each 
one darted forward for a partner. Aunt Mary was 
left standing alone, and she was ordered to tell us a 
story whenever we should ask for it. I was left at 
the second round, and was condemned to write some 
verses to be sung at our hay-home. The third time 
we tried it uncle was left, and he was sentenced to 
play with us the first rainy evening. 
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THE CUNNING FOX AND THE FLOWER OF FORTUNE — THE STONE 
GIANT AND HIS WIFE GURU— THE FATAL BANQUET— THE HAPPY 
NECK — THE 8TROMKARL AND THE BUDDING STAFF— THE INDUS- 
TRIOUS NIfl. 



^Mj/T the first opportunity which occurred, we 
asked Aunt Mary for our promised story, 




when she told us about 



"the cunning pox and the flower op fortune. 

u ' Mamma/ said a young Fox to his mother, — 
'mamma, this is a mighty humdrum kind of life 
<that we lead. I have to catch every goose and 
chicken that we eat, and you have to do every bit of 
the household labor. And then this miserable den, 
with no furniture but a few dried leaves in the cor- 
ner! I am not satisfied. I want to be rich, and, 
what is more, I mean to be.' 

" ' Well,' said Madam Fox, ' if you can manage it, 
I shall be very glad ; but I do not see how it is to be 
done.' 

" 4 Trust me/ said Master Fox, with a knowing 
look, ' trust me, I say. An old magician has pro- 
claimed that a certain flower, called the Flower of 
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Fortune, grows in this forest, which will give him 
who shall find it no end of money and handsome 
things. Now, my cunning mamma, you and I know 
by experience that it will cost more time and labor to 
get it than it would to earn a nice property in a useful 
way; but we know also by experience,' — and here 
Ma^er Fox turned up the corner of his eye, and 
touched his paw knowingly to the tip of his nose, — 

* we know by experience, I say, that there are numbers 
of people who will go through fire and water while liv- 
ing by their wits, rather than work steadily at any trade 
or profession, however honorable it may be. Therefore 
I imagine that we shall have no end of lazy, greedy 
men searching about ; and it will be odd if there 
are not fools enough among them out of whom I may 
wheedle a fortune.' 

" ' Ah, my son,' replied madam, ' you are the very 
prince of foxes. I thought your poor, dear papa was 
a wonderful person, but you are more wonderful 
still.' 

" So Master Fox trotted off to a tailor and bought 
a splendid blue coat, and an elegant scarlet turban. 

* You must trust me for the present,' said he, ' but I 
will wheedle money enough to pay your bill out of 
the first fool that comes along, and treat you to a nice 
supper beside.' 

" ' I don't doubt it,' answered the tailor, * and here's 
to your good luck.' So saying, he lifted the mug of 
beer that stood beside him and emptied it on the 
spot. 

"After that, Master Fox dressed himself every 
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morning in his blue coat and scarlet turban, broke 
off a wild rose from a bush near his den, and walked 
abroad to watch for the new-comers. 

" Now it so happened, that among those who 
heard the news respecting the Flower of Fortune was 
a rich man who had three sons. The eldest was a 
mechanic, the second was a huntsman, and the third 
was a farmer. The father called them together, and 
said, 'My sons, you may each in turn seek the 




thx cumxisa fox. 



Flower of Fortune for one year, and the one who 
brings it home shall inherit my property.' 

" So the eldest took a purse of gold and set out. 
When he entered the forest in which it grew, he met 
Master Fox, who speedily began a conversation with 
him, and, learning that he was a mechanic, exclaimed, 
c Ah, my dear friend, can it be possible that you are 
the celebrated workman of whom I have heard so 



Digitized by LiOOQ IC 



120 SWEDEN* AND NORWAY. 

much! Why, the whole kingdom rings with your 
praise ! I supposed that your hands would be horny 
and misshaped, and that your back would be stiff 
and bent with toil ; but, behold, you have one of the 
finest figures in the world, your carriage is really 
majestic, and as for your hands, they are handsome 
enough for a prince ! I wish I could seek the won- 
derful flower with you; but I am about to build a 
house, and am unable to leave just at present. If 
you could wait but a little while,' — and Master Fox 
dropped his eyes and pretended to think deeply. 

"The mechanic had been mightily tickled with 
this speech, for it was his ambition to shine ; and he 
thought, 'How much such an agreeable companion 
would lighten the tediousness of my search ! ' Then 
he said aloud, ' Certainly, I can wait for the sake of 
such pleasant company, and meantime I will assist 
in building the house.' 

" The carpenter set to work and built a fine house 
for Master Fox; and lo, when it was finished, his 
money was all gone, and the cunning rascal, far from 
paying him for his work, kicked him out of the 
very building which his own hands had reared. So, 
tired and disappointed, he returned to his father; 
and his brother, the huntsman, took a purse of gold 
and started on the path he had traversed. 

" Master Fox was on the watch for him, and re- 
ceived him with great delight. ' Ah, my dear friend,* 
said he, 'can it be possible that you are the cele- 
brated huntsman of whom I have heard so much I 
Why, the whole kingdom is filled with your praise. 
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I supposed that you would be as brown and as hairy 
as Mother Michael's brindled cow ; but, behold, you 
are as fair as the morning ! Your carriage is as easy 
as that of a king, and your garments are handsome 
enough for a lady's drawing-room I I wish I could 
seek the wonderful flower with you ; but I am kept at 
home by the care of my mother, who is ill, and who 
must have game to eat every day until she is better. 
If you could but wait a little,' — and Master Fox 
dropped his eyes and appeared in deep thought. 

" The huutsman was delighted at the words of his 
new acquaintance, for nobody had ever spoken such 
flattering opes to him before. k Certainly, I can wait 
a little,' he answered, ' to secure such a charming 
companion; and meantime I will assist in killing 
the game for your sick mother.' 

" The huntsman stayed week after week, beguiled 
by the flatteries of Master Fox, and killed and smoked 
game enough to last him ^ve years. Then, behold, 
his money was gone, and the rogue, instead of 
paying him for his services, set a bear on him 
when he was unarmed, and drove him out of the 
woods. The huntsman jreturned sadly home; and 
the farmer took a purse of gold and went to try his 
luck. 

"When he entered the forest, Master Fox was 
ready for him. ' I have heard of you ! ' exclaimed 
the thief with enthusiasm. 'Indeed, who has not? 
The whole kingdom is acquainted with your skill and 
foresight. It is said that you can foretell the weather 
for two months in advance, and so your crops always 
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ripen, and your hay never gets wet. But I can 
scarcely believe my eyes, for I thought you would be 
bent nearly double with digging and planting, and 
here you are as erect as a young fir-tree, and with an 
air which would do credit to a dancing-master. Ah, 
if I could but seek the flower with you, how delighted 
I should be ! But I am about to make a garden, and 
must look after that first. If you could but wait a 
little,' — and he dropped his eyes thoughtfully. 

" The farmer had stood quite still during this 
speech, and Master Fox felt sure that he should get 
his garden made as he had built his house and 
stocked his cellar ; but his listener was a shrewder 
man than his brothers. * Master Fox,' replied he, ' no 
one flatters another except for his own benefit. If, 
because of poverty or sickness, you were unable to 
make your garden yourself, and you had asked me to 
aid you, I would willingly have done so; but now 
that I know you for the knave that you are, I have 
no mind to serve you.' 

" ' How can you be so unjust, my friend ! I am 
half inclined to leave my work and go with you, if 
only to convince you that you are mistaken in your 
opinion of me.' 

" 4 He who is dishonest in one thing will be dis- 
honest in another/ answered the farmer. 'Should 
we go on together, I should be obliged to watch you 
continually; and even then you might possibly 
cheat me out of ail I have and all I might find. We 
will, therefore, part now ; and if you make any at- 
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tempt to follow me, I shall know how to rid myself 
of your company.' 

" With this, the farmer put on a fierce look, and 
Master Fox, frightened and disappointed, sneaked 
off to his mamma." 

" Capital ! capital ! I am glad he was snubbed at 
last," cried Thornie. 

" It was good," said Maggie. " But did the farmer 
find the wonderful flower? " 

44 Oh ! you want to hear the end, do you ? " asked 
aunt. " Then I suppose you must have it. 

u The farmer walked briskly forward until the sun 
went down ; then he kindled a fire to keep off the 
wild beasts, ate his supper of bread and cheese, and 
lay down to sleep. An hour afterward — or it might 
have been more, for he had been dreaming and could 
not judge correctly — a withered little man hopped 
from the green moss, rubbed his bits of hands as if 
they were cold, and curled himself up close to the 
fire, which burned cheerily in the darkness. When 
he had warmed himself thoroughly, he turned toward 
the farmer, and, seeing that he was awake, asked him 
when and why he had travelled thither. 

" 4 I arrived here yesterday at sundown,' replied 
the farmer ; ' and I am hunting for the Flower of For- 
tune, which I am told grows in this forest. If you 
can aid me in my search, I shall be glad to reward 
you in any way in my power.' 

44 4 1 can tell you how the flower may be found,' said 
the little man; 'but as for helping you, that is 
another matter. First, you must walk round this 
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vast forest a thousand times. You must move rap- 
idly ; you must rise before the sun, and never stop 
until midnight ; you must live on bread and water, 
and you must pause neither for rest nor pleasure, 
neither for charity nor love. When you have done 
that, make a fire in this spot, and I will come and tell 
you what to do next.' 

" The farmer listened eagerly to these words, and, 
after meditating upon them awhile, he answered, 
4 One half the diligence, perseverance, and self-denial 
required to travel this seemingly short road to for- 
tune will enable me to obtain from my farm sufficient 
money for comfort, if not for show. I no longer 
desire to be rich. I will go home, labor properly, 
rest abundantly, and enjoy myself with my wife and 
children.' 

" ' You are wiser than I thought,' said the little 
man; 'but if you should ever desire to see me, 
remember the signal agreed upon.' 

" The farmer never desired to see his little friend. 
He enjoyed his sunny cottage, convenient furniture, 
and nice garden ; and, instead of killing himself to 
make his children rich after his death, he was content 
to make them happy during his life." 

" That's a tip-top story," said Thornie. " I like it 
all, every word of it." 

" 'Twas so good that the fox heard a true opinion 
of himself for once," said Maggie ; " but then, I 
should like to have made the farmer find the flower. 
I like to hear about gold, and diamond mines, and 
powerful enchanters, and such things." 
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" Don't you think that the farmer was really better 
off without the magic blossom ?" asked aunt. "You 
see, he remained warm-hearted and right-minded to 
the last, and frolicked with his children in a manner 
quite unlike that of most men who have great man- 
sions, and an unlimited supply of money and jewels." 

"Yes, aunt, I do truly think he was better and 
happier." 

" So do I ; and I could not sacrifice my hero for a 
little girl's whim." 

Maggie laughed heartily, and just at that moment 
uncle came into the library to give us our lesson. It 
was on 

"THE FAIRY FOLK OF SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

" Learned men," said uncle, " suppose that before 
the period when the true history of Sweden and Nor- 
way begins, the shores of the Baltic were inhabited 
by the ancestors of the present Finns and Laplanders. 
When these people were overcome by the Goths from 
Asia, they fled to the cold and barren mountains of 
Finmark and Lapland, whither no one cared to pur- 
sue them. The songs and traditions of the North rep- 
resent them as vast in size and of wonderful strength, 
with fierce countenances, and long, shaggy hair. 
Their weapons were swords, such as no ordinary man 
could use, clubs tipped with iron, and even tall trees 
torn up by the roots. They are the giants of Scandi- 
navian story." 

" Please tell us a legend about some of them," said 
Thornie. " I mean a real legend, one that the old 
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Norse people believed, and which has descended to us 
from them." 

" With pleasure," replied uncle. " I will tell you 
one about 

"the stone giant and his wife guru." 

"How could a stone giant have a wife?" asked 
Maggie. 

" He was not made at first of such solid material," 
replied uncle ; " he was petrified, or changed to stone. 

" Before the race of giants had entirely disap- 
peared, a wealthy Norwegian lived near Trondhiem. 
His estate stretched far up the fiord, and it would 
have been difficult even to count the fat cattle and 
soft-wooled sheep which fed on his sunny hill-sides. 
He had, also, many gold and silver dishes, with 
housemen and maids enough for a king. To inherit 
this magnificence, he had a daughter named Aslog, 
who was thought to be the most beautiful girl in the 
country, and who was sought in marriage by many 
famous and accomplished men. She refused them all, 
gently indeed, but firmly, for she was true-hearted, 
and resolved that her hand should go with her love. 

" This had been given long before to one of her 
father's servants, named Orm ; who, although he was 
of humble birth, deserved a sweet-tempered, sunny- 
faced wife, far more than most of the vikings and 
courtmen who had tried to obtain her favor. He had 
great strength and skill of hand, two gifts which were 
highly valued among the Norsemen ; but of these he 
never boasted. He chose rather to make his way up- 
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ward by steady diligence, than to force himself for- 
ward by loud words, which he might, perhaps, have 
no opportunity to support by deeds. In hurling the 
spear and shooting with the bow, he was without a 
rival ; he could outstrip the wind on his skates ; his 
foot never failed, nor was his keenness ever at fault 
in the chase of the bear, wolf, and elk ; and none of 
the minstrels whom his master entertained at his table 
could play the harp better than himself. This was the 
most prized of his accomplishments, for it took him 
most frequently into Aslog's presence, and by its 
means he had told her the story of his love, a story 
which — such was the difference of their rank — he 
would not have dared to put into words. Aslog un- 
derstood it, because her own heart was full of the like 
affection ; and she answered with her eyes, — the sweet- 
est method which has ever yet been learned. 

" The ambitious father did not dream of this ; but, 
enraged at her refusal of so many grand suitors, he 
grew savage, and declared that unless she should fix 
her choice before the coming Christmas-eve, he would 
force her to a marriage of his own making. 

" This threat rendered the lovers bold, and one 
night they ran off and were married far away from 
their old home. They had taken a little reindeer 
meat, a few warm garments, a bow and arrows, and 
a bundle of skins ; and with these for their only out- 
fit, they proceeded to a cavern which Orm had re- 
cently discovered, and which had before been known 
only to the giants, whose playthings and weapons 
were the stones which lay about it. There they kin- 
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died a fire, ate their breakfast of reindeer, and creep- 
ing beneath their skins slept soundly for many hours. 

" There was no danger that Aslog's father would 
break his heart over her loss. He liked her, to be 
sure, and thought that she did him a vast deal of 
credit; still he regarded her much in the light of 
merchandise, and intended to obtain the greatest pos- 
sible advantages by her marriage. So, although he 
was not grieved, he was fearfully angry, and stamped 
and stormed in such a way that his housemen feared 
he would lose his mind. After some hours he ceased 
raging, and his fury settled into a cruel hatred, which 
would have been satisfied with nothing less than the 
death of the offenders, had they been suddenly placed 
before him. But one after another of the messen- 
gers whom he had sent to seek them returned with- 
out having found any trace of their flight, and so he 
was saved from this frightful temptation. 

" Meantime, the runaways established themselves 
in the cavern far up the mountain. Orm hunted 
bears and reindeer, which his wife cooked on the 
glowing embers. These steaks, she served on wooden 
dishes, fashioned and carved in pretty patterns by 
them during the winter evenings. 

" It was not till the swift spring-time had loosened 
the streams, shaken the snow from the pine-trees, and 
called out the buds on the barberry and birch, that 
Orm heard new voices in the woods, and recognized 
two of his old servant companions. The pair were 
no longer safe in the cavern, so they descended the 
opposite side of the mountain to the sea-shore ; and 
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finding a boat, entered it and shoved off. The coast 
disappeared. To the north, south, east, and west, 
nothing could be seen but a dreary waste of waters. 
Three times the sun arose hot and pitilesB ; and the 
third day it was just setting when the island of Tarven 
came in view. Orm steered for it, but as often as he 
approached it he was driven back by billows, which 
appeared to arise, not from an ordinary tempest, but 
at the bidding of an unknown enemy. He felt his 
strength rapidly failing, and glancing at Aslog, who 
lay fainting in the bottom of the vessel, he cried, 
1 Lord God, help us ! ' 

"Instantly the waves were stilled, and the boat 
was carried gently up the beach, where it lay fast on 
' the sand. Orm collected some mussels, and after he 
and Aslog had eaten them they walked round the 
island. They soon came upon a house built half 
above and half beneath the surface of the earth. A 
fire burned brightly in the middle of the room, and 
over it hung a kettle of boiling fish. The table was 
laid for two, and the beds were made up with fresh 
linen as white as the driven snow. The new-comers 
looked about with wonder and fear ; but they were so 
hungry and w^ary that they at length ate of the fish, 
and lay down on the soft, smooth beds. 

"During the whole summer no one appeared to 
claim the cottage, and Orm and Aslog lived there in 
perfect peace. In the autumn a little babe, a tiny 
Orm, came to their pleasant home ; and then, indeed, 
they could ask for nothing more or better. 

" In the midst of the parents' first joy over this 
9 
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event, an old woman stepped softly into the room. 4 1 
am the owner of this house,' said she, kindly, ' and I 
thank you for the neat and orderly manner in which 
you have kept it. I am of the race of the old giants, 
and my name is Guru. If you want anything, or finer 
yourselves in danger, pronounce it three times, and I 
will come to 30111* aid, provided only that you keep 
the conditions which I am now about to propose. 
You must bring no priest from the main-land to chris- 
ten your infant ; you must not cut the sign of the 
cross on beam or board in the cottage, or even make 
it with your fingers in my presence ; and you must not 
pronounce in my hearing the name to which no giant 
may listen. If you accept these rules and keep them, 
you may live always in this house, except that on 
Christmas-eve I shall want it for a festival. At that 
time only is my race permitted to marry ; and I then 
invite to a feast all the underground people who live 
on the neighboring islands. If you do not wish to 
depart upon that occasion, at least go up to the loft, 
and, as you value your lives, do not look down into 
the room until past midnight.' 

44 With these words the old woman vanished, but 
not so her happy influence ; for Orm never made a cast 
with his net that it did not come up full of the choicest 
fish, and never did he let fly an arrow without bring- 
ing down a fat, well-flavored bird. 

" When Christmas approached, Aslog cleaned the 
house in the nicest manner, kindled a fire of pine knots, 
and withdrew with her husband and child to the loft 
in the early twilight. Pretty soon the islands about 
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Tarven kindled with blue lights, which moved hither 
and thither, and then formed in procession, and pro- 
ceeded toward the larger island. The lights grew 
stronger as the evening advanced, and brought to view 
the little creatures who held them, with their clay-col- 
ored faces, birds' bills, owls' eyes, and misshapen 
figures, made all the more noticeable by the merry 
spirit which appeared to possess them. When the 
dwarfs reached Tarven, they arranged themselves in a 
circle around a large stone not far from the shore, and 
stood awhile in silent expectation. Slowly and noise- 
lessly the stone changed its appearance until it took 
the form of a giant, though as yet it was without 
warmth or breath. This accomplished, the dwarfs 
opened their circle, and Guru, in her original form, — 
that of a giantess, — moved proudly between them. 
With the sweet activity of love she threw her arms 
round the stone image, which received life from her 
embrace, and returned her kisses with happy tears. 
Their first joy over, the reunited pair walked toward 
the house, followed by their guests, who lifted their 
small voices in a song of grateful gladness. 

" This ended, they began to arrange the table for 
the banquet. They had no cloth, but a part rubbed it 
with a strange liquid till it flashed and sparkled as if 
cut from gems. Others set out a multitude of silver 
dishes, which were quickly filled with all manner of 
spicy food, and with fruits and wines such as were sel- 
dom seen in the North. Guru brought a huge copper 
kettle of sweet mead, and placed beside it a golden 
drinking-horn beautifully cut with the story of the 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



132 SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

giants of old. Gayly the feast went on, and as mid- 
night approached the small people took their harps 
and drew from them melodies sweeter than mortal 
music. Guru, also, tuned her dulcimer and played 
the pieces which her husband loved to hear. As 
Aslog listened, she was drawn in spite of herself near- 
er and nearer to the edge of the loft, until she could 
see the curious beings who danced, and leaped, and 
floated in the air, keeping time to the magic tones 
which gave her as much pleasure as themselves. 
Presently the infant leaned heavily against her and 
drew its breath with difficulty. She started, and for- 
getting her promise, made the sign of the cross on 
her child's lips, and whispered softly, ' Christ bless 
you, my babe/ Instantly there came up from beneath 
a long, sorrowful cry, and the spirits fled, leaving 
behind them silence and darkness. 

" Orm and Aslog crept in terror to the farther cor- 
ner of the loft, and remained there, hardly daring to 
breathe, until the morning sun shone brightly over 
the island, piercing forest and glen, and leaving no 
spot for the frolics or the vengeance of the under- 
ground people* Then they tremblingly descended, 
and found the copper vessel half full of mead, and all 
the silver dishes as they were left at the breaking up 
of the feast. One guest alone sat at the board, — 
the giant who had lived for an hour or two, and who 
had returned to stone. 

" While the pair stood repentant and afraid, Guru 
entered, weeping bitterly. ' A great grief you have 
brought upon me/ she said, ' and a loss which can 
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never be made up ; yet I forgive you because you did 
it innocently. My dear husband is turned into stone 
forever, and not even my sacrifices and kisses can 
restore him. Alas! mine is a sad story. Three 
hundred years of my first youth I spent happily with 
my father. I was thought the fairest of the giant 
maidens, and mighty heroes fought for my hand. 
Andfind was victorious, and we were betrothed ; but 
before our marriage, Odin came against us with his 
great army, his new and strange knowledge, and his 
powerful weapons, before which we could not stand. 
My kindred fled, and I have never seen them since ; 
but Andfind and I found a pleasant refuge here in 
Tarven. 

'"Our next enemy was Olaf, — the Olaf whom 
you call holy, — who sailed hither from Britain. And- 
find did his best to drive back his vessel, and not 
succeeding, strove to drag it down beneath the bil- 
lows. But Olaf bent over him as he grasped the 
ship's side, and crossing his hands, said, in a voice 
of thunder, " Stand there, a monument and a warn- 
ing to the last day!" Andfind heard the dreadful 
words, and leaped to the shore ; but at the moment 
of touching it he became a shapeless block. 

" ' Since then, I have lived sadly except upon 
Christmas-eve, when alone giants once turned to 
stone can be brought back to life, for seven hours, 
provided one of their race will, by embracing them, 
sacrifice each time a hundred years of his or her own 
life. This I have gladly done for my husband, nor 
have I ever counted our joyful festivals, that so death 
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may seize me without warning, and I may without 
fear breathe my last at the very moment of my fond 
kiss. 

" ' I give you the remains of my unfortunate ban- 
quet. May they prove less fatal to you than tome!' 

" Having spoken thus, Guru disappeared, never to 
return ; but Orm and Aslog often heard her sighs 
and sobs when the autumn winds blew over the 
island, and when the winter storms lashed the ocean 
into foam. 

" The next spring, Orm took the gold drinking-cup 
and the silver vessels to Trondhiem, where he sold 
them to such advantage as to secure a fortune ; and 
Aslog's father, when he learned this, forgave him for 
running away with his daughter." 

" I suppose they did not really hear Guru's sighs," 
said Maggie. 

"No, only the breeze drawing through the fir 
boughs, and the roaring and fretting of the sea. 

" Several classes of supernatural folk are still be- 
lieved in by the more ignorant inhabitants of Sweden 
and Norway. The most interesting is called the 
neck." 

" How does the neck look?" asked Thornie. 

" He is a water-spirit, and sometimes he sits on the 
little waves in the shape of a pretty boy with golden 
ringlets, partly covered by a red cap ; sometimes he 
appears above the water like, a handsome youth, 
while below it his limbs are those of a horse ; and 
sometimes he resembles an old man with a long 
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beard full of moisture, which he wrings out as he 
dries himself on the rocks near his abode." 

"Does he do anything, uncle?" 

" Yes ; he plays on the violin with wonderful skill, 
and makes his happiness and sorrow breathe through 
its tones. When he feels sure of his salvation, — 
about which he is very anxious, — his melodies are 
full of joy; but if he doubts it, the very strings 
appear to weep, s6 strong is the feeling which he 
makes them express. Sometimes his words can be 
heard distinctly, as once in West Gothland, when a 
listener could distinguish the following outburst of 
triumph : * I know, I know, I know that my Re- 
deemer liveth ! ' " 

" It is a beautiful story," said Maggie. " Nothing 
can be sweeter." 

" Do you know another one, uncle? " 

" Yes ; I know one about 

v 
"the stkomkarl and the budding staff. 

" A neck, who dwells under a bridge or in running 
water, is often called a stromkarL There are eleven 
variations of his melody, ten of which are harmless, 
but the eleventh has a magical power. If that should 
be played, trees and rocks, houses and barns, the old, 
blind, and lame, even new-born infants, would at 
once begin to dance, and the mischief would be 
great." 

"Why, can people learn to play these varia- 
tions?" 

"Yes; the stromkarl is extremely good-natured, 
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and be who desires to take lessons has only to place 
his violin for three Thursday nights in succession 
under a bridge where the water goes rushing and 
sparkling by in a rapid current. On the third night 
the sprite will touch the strings of his instrument, 
and the learner must tune his own carefully and 
accompany him as well as he is able." 

u Don't forget the story, uncle," said Maggie. 

u Certainly not," answered uncle, with a smile. u I 
will tell it now." 

"A priest was riding across a bridge, when he 
heard music as delightful as it is possible for music 
to be. He looked about for the player, and at 
length saw a stromkarl sitting upon the stream, and 
bending over his instrument with such a bright, 
hopeful face, as would have done a generous Jieart 
good to see. But the priest was stern and hard and 
very bigoted withal, and he found it more agreeable 
to threaten people with punishment than to teach 
them gently and lovingly the right worship. So he 
called out, harshly, * Why do you strike your harp so 
joyously? Sooner shall this staff which I hold in my 
hand grow green and blossom than you shall obtain 
salvation.' 

" The poor stromkarl looked up, and, seeing that 
the speaker wore the garments of a priest, thought 
his words must be true. He said nothing, but threw 
down his harp and wept. 

" The priest rode on with a self-satisfied air, pre- 
tending the while to himself that he had been doing 
his duty, when he had really been putting into words 
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the uncharitableness which filled his heart. He was 
so busy admiring the zeal which he had shown in 
rebuking the poor water-spirit, that he did not at first 
perceive the change which his staff was undergoing. 
Wonderful to relate, it was no longer dry and shriv- 
elled. The bark grew smooth and displayed its early 
tints, brown and green and gray, softly blended into 
the fresh color of life. The sap found its way 
through its old veins and cells just as it had done 
while the stem still remained on the parent trunk. 
Tiny leaf-buds were formed, which swelled and 
. swelled and unfolded into fluttering foliage ; and 
then flower-buds were born, which swelled in like 
manner, and opened into a flush of rosy blossoms, 
whose delicious perfume filled the air. 

" At first the priest was so amazed that he could 
only stare at this miraculous growth. But as he 
looked, tender thoughts entered his mind, and tender 
feelings crept to his heart. He perceived that the 
same Power which had clothed the lifeless branch 
with fragrant bloom, could also grant to the poor 
stromkarl a new birth and a happy home in heaven. 
Then he turned his horse about, and, riding back to 
the bridge, he showed the staff to the sorrowing water- 
spirit, and said, ' Behold ! now my old staff has grown 
green and flowery like a rose-bough in June ; so, 
likewise, may hope bloom in the hearts of all created 
beings, for their Redeemer liveth/ 

" The stromkarl smiled through his tears, and, 
taking his instrument, he played joyfully all the 
night." 
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" That is a still prettier story than tne last," said 
Thornie. " Shall you keep on in this way, uncle?" 

" No ; I have nothing more as sweet and touching 
as that. 

" The stromkarl of Sweden is the same as the 
fosse-grim or waterfall-spirit of Norway." 

"Does he teach music, too? " 

"He does. He requires a black lamb or a white 
kid, which must be offered on a Thursday evening, 
with the face turned aside to avoid the appearance of 
ill-bred curiosity. The progress of the learner de- 
pends upon the condition of the animal. If H is lean, 
he is instructed only to tune his instrument ; but if 
it is fat and handsome, the sprite seizes the pupil's 
hand and moves it backward and forward over the 
strings until blood gushes from the finger-ends. The 
learner thus becomes perfect in his art, and when the 
lesson is finished he can make the very trees dance at 
pleasure." 

" It is a pity that we can't find a water-spirit to 
teach Kate and Maggie to play the piano," said 
Thornie. " It would be a great improvement on their 
daily drill." 

" So it would," replied I, with energy. " I should 
be willing to have my fingers well cut for once if I 
might but get rid of those never-ending exercises." 

" Are there mermen and mermaids in Scandinavia, 
uncle?" 

" Yes. The merman is rather a handsome person, 
and dwells either on the bottom of the ocean, or 
among the rocks and cliffs of the sea-shore. The 
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mermaid is very beautiM. When a soft mist lies on 
the sea, she combs her long hair with a golden comb, 
as she sits on the billows ; and sometimes she drives 
her flock of snow-white cattle to pasture on the small 
islands near the coast. In cold evenings she watches 
for the fires which the fishermen kindle on the strand, 
and goes wet and shivering to warm herself by the 
cheerful blaze. When this happens, it is said that 
storms follow, and the fish refuse to be caught. If 
the mermaid causes this ill-fortune, it must be to pun- 
ish her hosts for their indifference to her comfort, for 
I know nothing against these sea-people, except that 
they have a deep longing for the sweet ties of human 
beings, and endeavor to persuade men, women, and 
little children to make homes for them under the 
water, like those which they themselves have on the 
land." 

" That really means, I suppose, that when people 
were drowned, they were thought to have gone to the 
mermen and mermaids," said I. 

" Yes, if their bodies were not found." 
" Is there a house-sprite in Scandinavia, uncle ? " 
" Yes, the nis, a little bit of a fellow with a shrewd, 
old-looking face. He wears a jacket and short 
breeches of gray cloth, wooden shoes, and a pointed 
red cap, except upon .Michaelmas-day, when he 
changes his cap for a rouad peasant hat. He loves 
the moonlight, and in bright winter nights he frolics 
on the snow, and drives his little sledge about with 
peals of happy laughter." 
"Is- he musical?" « 
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" He is ; and gives lessons on the violin if paid 
with a gray sheep." 

" Does he do anything about the house? " 

U A great deal, if the men and maids suit him. He 
brings water for the breakfast, curries the horses, and 
sometimes feeds his favorite animals with grain which 
he has stolen from a neighboring barn." 

" Ah, the naughty fellow ! Is there a story about 
him?" 

" There are many, and among them that of 

"the industrious nis. 

" In a certain village — the name of which has long 
been forgotten — there lived two farmers who had 
cottages so nearly alike that one could not tell them 
apart ; and possessing, also, the like amount of wood, 
meadow, pasture, and cultivated ground. Each had 
a wife ; but neither had children, for .they were just 
settled in life. One of them — whom for convenience 
we will call Eric — was industrious and frugal, occu- 
pying every minute in useful toil or needed rest, and 
never permitting the smallest waste, although he often 
aided those who were poorer than himself both with 
labor and money. Yet at first he did not prosper 
better than his neighbor Olaf, who, although not 
exactly idle, was not really diligent, and who consid- 
ered minutes and sMllings too trifling for notice." 

" Please how much is a skilling?" asked Maggie. 

" Somewhat less than a half-penny ; but small as it 
is, it is not to be despised. 

" This equality of fortune without equality of effort 
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was due to a nis who had taken up his abode with 
Olaf, and who worked for him busily in his small 
way. Sometimes he dragged along a. straw, and 
sometimes a head of rye or barley which he had taken 
from a harvest-field or barn near at hand, and under 
which he puffed and panted as if it were a heavy bur- 
den. As soon as he had added this mite to his favor- 
ite's store, he set off again, and again returned with 
his load. 

44 One autumn noon, as Olaf sat lazily in the warm 
sunshine, the little nis passed him on his way to the 
barn with a stem of oats over his shoulder. The 
grain fell round his head like a golden fringe, from 
beneath which his face looked hot and tired. Olaf 
saw him, and laughed sneeringly as he asked, 4 What 
difference does it make whether you bring me that or 
nothing ? ' 

44 This ingratitude for his good- will and contempt 
of his gifts grieved the little fellow, and he immedi- 
ately betook himself to the opposite cottage. From 
that moment Eric began to prosper greatly. The nis 
helped to weed his vegetables, to loosen the earth 
about them that the rain-drops might trickle down, 
and to track the greedy worms lurking about leaf and 
root, so that they were fresh and sweet, and brought 
good prices in the market. His grain was never 
musty, his cows gave the richest of milk, and his 
sheep grew the longest and finest of wool. His rough 
cabin turned into a good house, boarded and painted, 
with a warm roof of well-kept turf, and his children 
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were clean and orderly, and became respectable men 
and women. 

" Not so with Olaf ; he became poorer and poorer 
every year. His garden with its broken fence was at 
the mercy of any stray cattle which might pass that 
way ; his grain was poor and unsalable ; his one cow 
was lean and rough-looking, and sheep he had not. 
His cabin went from bad to worse until it was hardly 
inhabitable, and his children, dirty and ungoverned 
while young, were unthrifty and uncomfortable when 
they became old." 

" I suppose that the difference between the fortunes 
of the two men lay really in their different manner 
of doing things," said Thornie. 

" Certainly," answered uncle, " but the little house- 
sprite had the credit of it." 
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; HIS morning I overheard Aunt Mary say to 
Mrs. Sharp, " Mr. Graham is to dine with 
us, and I should like to give him a blueberry 
pudding. I wish Crap were come with his berries." 

" P'raps he'll be here yit," answered Mrs. Sharp. 
44 He's been here with something nigh about every day 
except Sundays for two months." 

44 He will hardly be in season for a dumpling, I 
think," said aunt, 44 and so we will content ourselves 
with ices and coffee." 

Not long afterward I wanted Maggie to help me ar- 
range some flowers, and I hunted for her all through the 
house. I was just going into the garden, when I met 
Joseph, the coachman, who looked half puzzled and 
half frightened, and who immediately burst out with, 
44 1 can't think, Miss Kate, what on airth's got Cherry. 
Y'ur uncle, he come home wid him not more 'n half an 
hour ago, and I was gone, and so he put him into de 
orchard, and I can't find him nowhere." 

148 
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A bright thought occurred to me. " Joseph," I said, 
" Maggie is riding him this very minute, I have no. 
doubt." 

" Why, who on airth saddled him for her, Miss Kate ? 
Tears she can't ride on a man's saddle nohow." 

" Don't know, Joseph ; but they are both missing, 
and I think that they have gone off together." 

" Wonder if de saddles's all in de carriage house," 
said Joseph, turning round and opening the door. 

I turned also, and glanced along the wall. 

" One, two, tree ; dey is all here, Miss Kate." 

" All the side-saddles, Joseph, but uncle's saddle 
is missing." 

" 'Pears to me proper strange," groaned Joseph. 
"Miss Maggie'll slip off and unjint her knee, or 
sprain her ankle, or — " 

" Or perhaps she will 

" Put out her eye, 
And so make her ory ; 

or 

" Wrench her poor toe, 
Till she squeals out, Oh! oh! 

" Don't worry, Joseph, Maggie will come out all 
right." 

I arranged my flowers, — how lovely they did look ? 
— and went into the kitchen to throw away the broken 
and faded remains.. The moment I appeared, Mrs. 
Sharp called out in a tone of such absolute despair 
that I laughed outright, " Miss Kate, have you seen 
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my colander? Here I've been hunting for it nigh 
about half an hour, and I can't find hide nor hair of 
it. There's the nail, but where's the colander I should 
like to know ! " 

Thereupon I began to hunt, Mrs. Sharp started 
afresh, Tina was called to aid, and even Joseph took 
part in the search. " 'Taint no use," said the latter 
at last, in a doleful tone. " 'Pears 't must be gone 
wid Miss Maggie and Cherry." 

So we all gave up looking, and I went to my French 
lesson. By and by I heard Mrs. Sharp exclaim, 
" My goodness, what a pickle ! " and looking through 
the window I saw Maggie riding into the yard in such 
a plight ! Her hair was flying over her face, and her 
cheeks were stained purple, with little white streaks 
down each one, made by fast-falling tears. Her 
hands were as bad as her face, and there were dark 
marks on her pretty pink wrapper, while the cord and 
tassels which fastened it at the waist looked as if they, 
had made acquaintance with the inkstand. 

Away went my grammar, exercise-book, and pencil, 
and down I rushed with a dreadful fear at my heart, 
and bitter remorse for the careless words I had spoken 
to Joseph. " Oh poor, poor Maggie ! " 1 exclaimed ; 
" I will never laugh at anybody or anything again as 
long as I live ! " 

This very remarkable resolution was hardly ex- 
pressed before I heard Maggie saying in a broken 
voice, " Oh dear, Aunt Mary, I meant to have given 
you such a pleasant surprise, and I have only been 
naughty, as usual, and have done nothing after all ! 
10 
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You said that, as Mr. Graham was to dine with us, 
you would like to make him a blueberry pudding, 
and just then I saw Cherry with the saddle on, stand- 
ing by the orchard gate, and I didn't stop to think a 
minute. I snatched up the first tin dish I could find 
and jumped on Cherry's back. I didn't notice that it 
was a colander until I reached the field, and then I 
thought that the holes were so small the berries would 
not go through. They didn't while I was picking 
them, but when I was riding home they jumped up and 
down, and some of them were crushed, and the juice ran 
out so that I couldn't keep them in my lap, and I had 
to hold them almost at arm's length. This made them 
jump still worse, and some of them went over the top, 
and some went through the bottom, until they were 
every one gone. I had been so busy until then that 
I hadn't once thought you might miss me, and that I 
was really very naughty to go off so ; but then I saw 
it all just as it was, and I dropped the colander, and 
laid the bridle on Cherry's neck, and had a good cry. 
Oh dear, aunt, can you forgive me? " 

Maggie had talked so fast that aunt could not put 
in a word, but now she said gently, " I can forgive 
my children anything while they tell me the exact 
truth ; " and she led her away to her chamber. 

Thornie and I were still wondering what we had 
better begin upon, when aunt came down and told us 
that we might give each other a drawing-lesson, and 
suggested that we should sketch comic illustrations of 
" Hailing a Carriage." 
We saw nothing more of Maggie until dinner-time. 
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when she came down, looking as fresh as a lily. She 
had taken a nap and a bath, and her muslin dress 
was as white as a snow-drift. 

Mr. Graham did not arrive, and in the afternoon 
uncle gave us a lesson beginning with 

UPSALA. 

" I went," said he, " from Stockholm to Upsala, 
which is thirty-nine miles north-west of the former 
city. It stands on an extensive plain, and is inter- 
esting chiefly for its wonderful cathedral, and its uni- 
versity, which is very celebrated." 

" Do they have kittens?" asked Bessie, who was 
tossing Snowball and kissing her by turns. 

"Yes." 

"And dogs?" 

" Yes." 

"And — and — " 

"And foxes," continued uncle, helping out the 
sentence. " I will tell you 

" HOW THE SWEDISH FOX HUNTS DUCKS. 

" When the sun is sinking behind the hills, master 
fox comes out of his den and trots off to a little sheet 
of water, with a thick border of green rushes and 
other plants, where he is sure to find a few families 
of ducks sailing about and nibbling at the fresh 
leaves. He first wades slowly and carefully toward 
the ducklings, and makes a spring at the youngest 
and least experienced among them. If he fails, as is 
often the case, he creeps back and remains motion- 
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less under cover of the reeds until he fancies the 
birds have forgotten the fright, when he makes a 
noise, much like that by which a mother duck calls 
her brood. Upon this, one head peeps out from its 
shelter, then another, and another, and; as everything 
is still and no enemy is in sight, the ducks begin 
to swim again, and are sure to pass by the hiding- 
place of the thief, who seizes one with his mouth and 
carries it to the land, where he eats it at leisure." 

44 Oh, the hateful beast!" said Maggie. "Who 
ever knew such a wicked animal?" 

44 'Tis no worse to catch ducks that way than it is 
to shoot them," said Thornie ; " and Mr. Wentworth 
told us, the other day, that he had shot hundreds of 
velvet-ducks, and red-heads, and canvas-backs." 

44 But sportsmen don't cheat the poor bird as the 
fox does." 

44 Don't they, though? Mr, Wentworth said they 
did. He said that fowlers often use decoys to draw 
different species of birds within gunshot ; and he 
gave a very curious account of the way in which they 
get the canvas-backs." 

44 How is it done? I am sure I didn't hear anything 
about it." 

44 He said that the canvas-backs have a great deal 
of curiosity, and try to examine everything that is 
new and odd on the shore near their feeding-ground. 
So the fowlers put up a long row of screens near the 
water, with holes, at short distances, large enough for 
a little dog to go through. They hide behind these 
screens, and make the dog run backward and for- 
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ward in front of them, leap up and down, and per- 
form funny tricks. As soon as the fowls see him, 
they swim toward him in a body, and as long as the 
sportsman is out of sight, and the dog jumps and 
runs and whirls about, they keep coming, no matter 
how many of them are killed and wounded." 

"When you're done 'sputin', Thornie, I want to 
hear more stories," said Bessie. 

This sounded so drolly, that Thornie burst into a 
laugh, and said that they would "not 'spute another 
minute ! " 

" THE SPEAKING THRUSH 

is an amusing bird," said uncle. "It has been called 
the * Northern Nightingale.' The peasants have put 
its song into words, which are addressed to the peas- 
ant men and women. In the spring, when the farmer 
begins to plough with oxen which are poor for 
want of sufficient hay during the long winter, the 
thrush is represented as mocking him thus : — 

"'Look at the fool! 
Look at the fool! 

He sells his ox and drives with a steer. 
Look how he strives! 
Look how he strives! . 
Ha! ha! ha!— ha! ha! ha!' 

" In the morning, when, after setting things in order 
at home, the peasant women drive the cows to pas- 
ture, the thrush thus urges them to catch some fish : — «• 

"'Bridget! Bridget! 
The pike swims in the creek, — in the creek; 
Come and hook him! Come and hook him! ' " 
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" That's funny," said Bessie. " Does he do more ? " 

" He looks at himself in the clear pools, as a vain 
young lady looks at herself in the glass. He places 
himself in various positions, cocks his head upon one 
side, spreads his wings, flirts his tail, and admires 
himself for half an hour at a time." 

" Is he the only bird that enjoys a mirror?" asked 
Maggie. 

" By no means," answered uncle ; " there are several 
who eagerly improve every opportunity to make ac- 
quaintance with themselves in this way. Some cranes 
do this." 

" I never saw a crane," said Maggie. 

" He is one of the largest birds in Scandinavia. 
When he stands upright, his head will reach to the 
breast of a man. Wild cranes are timid, and when 
feeding in flocks one or more of them keep watch, 
and if danger approaches give the signal, when 
all spread their wings and fly away. They are easily 
tamed, however, and make amusing pets. 

"a dancing cbajto, 

which was described to me, must have been very 
entertaining. He was fond of dancing, but was as 
particular as a spoiled child in the selection of a 
partner. After accepting one, however, he appeared 
as happy as possible, and opened his wings, made 
high leaps, moved backward and forward, and tried 
to imitate him in the drollest way. Whenever he 
heard the piano, he would insist upon standing be- 
side the instrument. If a slow, mournful piece were 
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played, he would hold his head down in a sorrowful 
manner ; but if the music were cheerful and quick, he 
appeared to enjoy it extremely. He ate with the 
poultry, and when peas or barley were given them 
he would take far the larger share. If they tried to 
snatch a morsel upon which he had set his eye, he 
would drag them to the water-trough and plunge 
them in. He especially liked to look at himself in a 
glass, and was never more happy than when allowed 
to stand before the large mirror in the drawing- 
room/' 

" He was almost as cunning as a dog," said Mag- 
gie. " Can you tell us about another crane, uncle?" 

" Yes, about 

" THE CRANE WHO LOST HIS WIFE. 

" A pair of cranes were once tamed, which were 
petted by the whole neighborhood in which they lived. 
They visited such families as they fancied, and often 
stayed during the day, but always returned home at 
night. They were very fond of each other, and when 
separated they mourned continually. At length the 
female died, and her mate was wild with grief. He 
ran from the body to his master, and back again to 
the body, with such cries as were painful to hear ; 
and, in order to bury the dead bird, it was necessary 
to shut him up. When he was let out again, he ran 
up and down the house, looking for his mate, pecking 
at the doors until he was admitted, and searching in 
every corner." 

" Did he do any funny things, uncle?" 
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* 

" Many of them. If the water in his bathing-tub 
was not changed often enough, he would upset it, and 
scream for more so loudly that the maid, whose duty 
it was to serve him, was glad to fill it, and thus stop 
his teasing. In the evening, if he was not ready to 
go to his own quarters when the maid looked for 
him, he would hide where she could not readily find 
him. He appeared afraid of everything black, and 
disliked every person who was shabbily dressed. He 
took charge of all the farm-yard animals except the 
pigs, whom he despised. As for the rest, he kept 
order among them, and punished them with blows 
when he thought them in the wrong. He would 
drive young cattle home from the pasture without 
help, but the older ones he could not manage as well. 
An ox, which he tried to train in well-doing, gored 
him so that he died of his wounds." 

"Ifl had been his owner," said Thornie, " I should 
rather have lost the ox than the crane." 

" So should I, ever so much rather," said Maggie. 
" Are cranes ever ill-tempered, uncle ? " 

" Not often, I think ; but I was told of 

"a revengeful crane, 

whose name was Hans. Hans was usually very 
harmless, and not at all given to naughty moods ; but 
he happened to take a great dislike to a little boy 
belonging to his owner's family. Whenever he saw 
the child he gave chase, threatening him with his 
strong beak, and frightening him almost out of his 
wits. One day, when the boy was bathing in the 
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river, he saw his enemy approaching, and he hurried 
out of the water, hoping to get to the house by an- 
other path before he should be overtaken. But Hans 
put his long legs in rapid motion, opened wide his 
beak, lifted his wings, and appeared, as nearly as he 
could, like a horrid monster just ready to pounce 
upon his prey. Upon this the boy betook himself to 
the water again, and there he was compelled to stay 
until one of the laborers went to his aid. The boy 
then pulled on his clothes in hot haste, and darted 
toward the house ; but the cunning Hans had only 
hidden for a moment, and, rushing forward as before, 
so frightened him that he fell to the ground. Before 
he had time to get up, the bird was upon him, and 
beat him so savagely on his head and neck with his 
long, pointed bill, that he would perhaps have killed 
him had not help arrived quickly. After this the 
boy was more afraid than ever of this troublesome 
pet ; but Hans never again took the least notice of 
him, and the family believed that he merely intended 
to punish the child for some slight or injury which he 
supposed himself to have received from him, and 
that, having done this, he was satisfied to leave him 
in peace." 

"Perhaps the boy had beaten him for sousing 
the poultry and stealing their food," said Maggie. 
" Cranes appear to be hungry creatures." 

" They are so, indeed," replied uncle. 

" A GREEDY CRANE 

was once kept at Vissbo, who was very ingenious in 
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getting nice things to eat. She was always running 
into the kitchen, where she kept the cat in constant 
fear, and drove the dog about at pleasure. When the 
farm laborers sat down to their meals they shut her 
out ; but she kept a strict watch beside the door, and 
whenever it happened that one of the boys went out 
with a slice of bread and butter in his hand, she 
strode along by hlb side and pecked at the bright 
buttons of his coat, now here, now there, until he 
was so bewildered by her darts and jerks that he 
often dropped the food. Then she divided it tri- 
umphantly by a blow of her bill, and swallowed it in 
such haste that the unlucky victim could see his 
stolen property pass in large pieces all the way down 
the thiefs long and slender neck. Small fish were 
very acceptable to her ; but she was displeased if they 
were offered tail first, while if held oat to her head 
first she would swallow a dozen -or two. She was 
fond of meat, also ; but this was seldom prepared 
quite to her liking; and when she received a piece 
she usually ran to the neighboring lake, and washed 
it repeatedly. Then she rolled it in sand, which 
doubtless answered the purpose of salt and pepper, 
when she ate it with great relish. The gardener 
hated her because she pulled up the bulbs in his 
flower-beds, and he was always delighted when she 
was punished for her thieving. This happened when, 
for want of bulbs, she tried potatoes ; because, if she 
attempted to cut an unusually large one, she some- 
times failed to divide it by the blow, and her bill 
thus became fastened together. In this unlucky 
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plight she would run .to the different members of the 
family, begging with sorrowful looks to have it taken 
off." 

"I am sure that she did not go to the gardener," 
said Thornie. . 

" I should like a smaller pet better," said Maggie. 

" Such as 

"the skylark 

for instance, which is found in all the cultivated 
parts of Scandinavia. It goes south in autumn ; but 
returns to Sweden sometimes as early as January. 
Its arrival gives great joy to the people, as it reminds 
them that spring is not far distant. So much do they 
rejoice over this pleasant guest, that it is an ancient 
custom, still preserved, to pay in gold for the first 
one, which is carried to the royal palace at Stock- 
holm." 

"I do not wonder that the Swedes like to see 
something spring-like, for I suppose their winter is 
very cold," said Thornie. 

"It is cold and long. The winter weather com- 
mences in November, and continues to April or May, 
and sometimes even later." 

" Are there magpies in Sweden?" asked Maggie. 

" Many of them ; and, while in some parts of the 
country the peasants like and preserve them, in 
others they have various ways of catching and kill- 
ing them. One snare is made of paper, twisted like 
an extinguisher. A piece of meat is put in the bot- 
tom, and the inside is plastered with bird-lime, 
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When the magpie pecks at the bait the extinguisher 
sticks to its head so that it cannot see. It does not 
know enough to draw it off with its claws, but usually 
flies straight upward, high and higher, until it is worn 
out with fright and exertion. It then drops to the 
ground, and is often killed by the fall." 

" What a simple snare ! " exclaimed Thornie. 

" But the birds are by no means stupid, although 
so easily caught. There is a droll story about 

" THE MAGPIES AND THE CAT, 

which shows that they have both spirit and wit when 
fairly aroused. 

" Several magpies once built their nests in some 
alders which grew on the bank of a river. They were 
particularly pleased with the spot, because there was 
a slaughter-house in the neighborhood, and they ob- 
tained many dainty morsels from the refuse which was 
thrown into the adjoining field. For some time they 
. had the bushes to themselves, and kept house comfort- 
ably and safely ; but at length a vicious cat took it 
into her thievish head to destroy their little ones, 
which caused much grief among them. 

" If puss had been content with this robbery she 
would have escaped punishment, for the sorrowing 
parents were too weak to fight her alone ; but, ren- 
dered bold by her success, she roused the wrath of 
other birds beside them. The fragments of slain cat- 
tle drew not only the magpies, but also many crows, 
and the cat, who was constantly prowling about, often 
snatched the best pieces from beneath their very bills. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A SWAN-HUNT. 157 

They bore this quietly for a while, but one Sunday 
morning their rage burst all bounds. The most pow- 
erful among them seized the cat, and bore her high in 
air shrieking her loudest, and accompanied by a great 
number of delighted spectators, both crows and mag- 
pies, who rose, chattering and croaking, and making a 
noise which was wonderful to hear. When at a good 
distance from the earth, they dropped her, amidst cries 
of triumph, and she, after turning over and over in 
the air, plunged into the stream. Although terribly 
frightened, puss contrived to reach the bank, when 
she sneaked away to dry her coat and rest herself after 
her skyward journey." 

"Good! good! tip-top!" we exclaimed. "Please 
give us another, uncle." 

" Instead of telling a story, I will describe 

" A SWAN-HUNT. 

" The mute swan is found on the southern shore of 
Sweden. In the district of Malmo, which you will 
see at the south-western extremity of the country, it 
affords part of the revenue of the governor, and he 
alone can give leave to destroy it. There is usually 
one hunt a year in this district. 

"The people who are to engage in this hunt assem- 
ble about midnight. A part remain on the shore, and 
the rest silently enter the boats, of which there are 
twenty or thirty in readiness. Each boat holds six 
persons, — four oarsmen and two gunners. The swans 
keep the open sea in the daytime, but at sunset they 
seek the inlets in order to eat, and it is necessary to 
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shut them in before they are ready to leave their feed- 
ing-ground. With the earliest light, therefore, the 
boats start for a bay, which they are known to 
frequent, and, having reached it, form a line across 
the entrance. Nobody speaks, for if the birds 
should be alarmed they would gain the sea be- 
fore the passage could be blocked. This done, 
the boats move steadily and without noise toward 
the shore, drawing every minute nearer and nearer 
together, and making the wall more solid. When the 
swans see their enemies, they try their best to escape. 
Those that can fly take wing for the open water, when 
they are fired upon from the boats. Those which are 
as yet unfledged either press toward the shore and 
are caught alive by the land-party, awaiting them, 
or they dash at the openings between the boats. 
Sometimes they use both wings and legs, and 
half-paddle, half-fly ; but this soon tires them, and 
they are obliged to rest. A long pole, with a 
blunt hook at the end, is then used instead of the 
guns, the hook being passed round the neck of the 
swan, which he holds up stiffly as he is drawn into the 
boat. 

" When the hunt is over, the bodies of the dead 
birds are plucked and given to the poor. The live 
birds are carried away to adorn the handsome estates 
in the neighborhood." 

" Oh, I should like of all things to go to a swan- 
hunt ! " said Thornie. 

"Do the feathers add much to the revenue of the 
governor?" I asked. 
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"Very little, now," answered uncle; "but when 
ladies wore swan muffs and pelisses, he obtained a 
good sum annually from these hunts." 

" What other birds live in Scandinavia, uncle ? " 
" The common snipe is abundant. In central Swe- 
den it is called 'horse-cuckoo' on account of its note, 
which is thought to sound like the neighing of a horse ; 
but in Norway it is named 

" * THE HOBSB OP THE MIST.' 

"This bird is said to have once been a real horse, 
and this is one of the stories which are told of it. A 
peasant once left the care of his horse to a servant, 
who, for several days together, led the animal to a 
pasture where there was no water, and gave him noth- 
ing to drink at home. Wishing to use the horse in 
haste, the peasant went with the man to catch him ; 
but, although the pasture was surrounded by a high 
fence, he was not to be found. They ran to and fro, t 
hither and thither, up and down, but without success. 

" Presently they heard a neigh ; but whence it came 
was a wonder. Again they looked, again they ran, 
when the neighing was repeated over their heads, and 
the next minute the animal they sought was drinking 
at a spring in the next field. Both master and man 
were too much frightened to move, and the horse, 
after quenching his thirst, was suddenly changed into 
a horse-cuckoo, or horse of the mist, and, flying joy- 
fully upward, neighed until sunset." 

" Funny, funnier, ftmniest," said Maggie. 
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" Funny, more funny, most funny," returned 
Thornie, correcting her. " What next, uncle ? " 

" A view of your picture, if you please. I see that 
you are just finishing something in pencil." 

"Yes, uncle," answered Thornie, holding up his 
sketch. "It is a portrait of Mr. Foster's new dog, 
Pomp. Isn't he a beauty ? so amiable and sweet ! " 
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THE HAY-HOME— THE SPARROW, EAGLE, AND KING— VISIT AT 
BARON L.'S — STOCKHOLM. 




JNCLE PAUL owns a meadow on the Ayl- 
mere river, and a lovely, lovely place it is. 
Oh, such quantities of sweet-scented vernal 
and vanilla grasses as there are there, and canary 
grass, too, which Ben says draws the birds to its 
seeded top ! I think he must be right, for they collect 
there in great numbers. There are meadow-larks, 
which make their cunning nests on the ground ; and 
there are bob-o-links which swing on the clover blos- 
soms ; and then there are blackbirds, and robins, and 
kingfishers, and bank swallows, with now and then a 
goldfinch and Phoebe-bird. The banks of the river 
are fringed with oaks and maples, with fir-trees inter- 
mixed ; and in the southern part of it there is a little 
sheet of water set round with aiders and white- 
stemmed birches, over which wild grape-vines climb, 
and the bitter-sweet hangs its scarlet fruit. Beneath, 
is a border of purple willow-herbs, blue flags, and 
plumy meadow-sweet, with an inner ring of tall 
rushes, out of which Bessie makes baskets and par- 
asols. 

11 101 
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It was from this meadow that we had, yesterday, 
our hay-home. Maggie and I trimmed the veranda 
with the glossy leaves of the swamp laurel, and 
fastened to the doors and windows of the barn oak 
boughs, with bunches of all the varieties of grasses 
which grow on the meadow. Then we crowned uncle 
and aunt, and ourselves, — for who can have a hay- 
home without wreaths ? — and went down to the 
meadow to ride home on the last load of hay. Uncle 
and aunt drove in an open wagon to look on, but the 
juniors walked, gathering by the way some orange 
lilies, with a part of which we decorated the farm- 
horses, just then busy at a haycock under a group of 
elm-trees. Maggie, Bessie, and I mounted the empty 
cart an$ rose with the load ; but Thornie climbed up 
after it was pitched on, getting a very red face by 
the means. The rakes were handed us, and we 
bound them with the long streamers of the wild 
grape, surmounted by nodding lilies, and thus rode 
to the barn in state, singing the verses which I had 
written to redeem the pledge I gave when we played 
the little Norwegian game. I think I will copy them, 
although I know they are very simple : — 

THE HAY-HOME. 

Oh, the lovely, lovely meadows! 

How beautiful their bound, 
With the oaks, and firs, and maples, 

So greenly set around! 

Oh, the tuneful, tuneful meadows, 
Where the song of bee and bird, . 

And the murmur of the river, 
Are the sweetest ever heard! 
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Oh, the blithesome, blithesome meadows, 

Where the wavy, flowery grass, 
And the buttercups and daisies, 

Bend to greet us as we pass! 

Oh, the perfumed, perfumed meadows, 

When the scented field is mown, 
When the swaths and towering hay-cooks 

With the vernal grass is strown! 

Oh, the merry, merry meadows, 

Whence we lead our hay-home gay, 
While the valley and the river 

Echo to our youthful play! 

Now we wreathe the patient oxen, 

And we bind our garlands sweet 
Bound the rake, and scythe, and pitchfork, 

That the harvest they may greet. 

Next we mount the loaded wagon, 

Frolic-loving children four; 
There is room in heart and hay-cart 

For at least a dozen more. 

TJncle Paul and dear Aunt Mary 

Follow us, right glad to see 
That these simple country pleasures 

Fill our hearts with gayety. 

When the toiling oxen slowly 

Shall the cool veranda reach, 
To the laborers and their children 

Uncle Paul will make a speech. 

TJen, beneath the oaks and maples, 

Mrs. Sharp will supper lay; 
And with song, and jest, and laughter, 

We shall close this happy day. 

When we reached the veranda, we found not only 
the wives and children of the haymakers, but twenty 
poor families whom uncle had invited to join them, 
all marshaled under the direction of Mrs. Sharp. 
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As we came in sight, they gave us three ringing 
cheers, to which the very babies added their shrill lit- 
tle notes. We bowed, and waved our rakes and hand- 
kerchiefs, and uncle spoke a few words of welcome to 
the guests, and of gratitude to the good Father for 
all his beautiful gifts. Then we slipped down, and 
ran to see the nice things that Mrs. Sharp had 
cooked. 

The tables were laid on the lawn, and were fairly 
loaded with cold ham, and tarts, and crullers, and 
monstrous fruit-cakes with a pretty kind of grass 
waving from the top of each ; while in preparation 
there were great pots of coffee, piles of toast, plates 
of hot biscuits, and buckets of iced lemonade. 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Maggie ; " how glad I am that 
these people can have such a good supper once a 
year ! " 

Just then little Crap arrived with berries; and 
Mrs. Sharp asked him to stay to supper ; but he said 
that his master would scold him if he did. Then 
Maggie made him sit down in a cool place, and gave 
him a plate of nice things and a paper of candy. 
But, although the child thanked her, he did not 
appear to relish anything, and he looked so wishfully 
at us when he went away, that Mrs. Sharp said she 
should like to keep him always. I am sure that his 
.master abuses him, and I mean to ask uncle to find 
out about it. 

I finished my comic picture before breakfast this 
morning, and showed it to uncle and aunt. They 
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said that I had succeeded very well, which pleased 
me much. 




HAILHTQ X CABBIAQK. 



As uncle was to be absent most of the day, he gave 
us our lesson immediately after prayers. It com- 
menced with the Swedish city of 

GOTHENBURG. 

" I went," said uncle, "in a steamer from Chris- 
tiana to Gothenburg, which you will find at the head 
of a fiord on the Cattegat, at the mouth of the Gotha 
river. It consists of two towns. The lower one 
stands on marshy soil, crossed and recrossed in vari- 
ous directions by canals, and with most of the houses 
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built on piles to keep them from sinking into the 
earth. The upper town stands on the heights near, 
and its houses of real stone — or of brick stuccoed 
to look like it — are frequently surrounded by lovely 
gardens." 

" I should like to live in the upper town," said 
Maggie. " I suppose there are flowers in the gar- 
dens." 

" Yes, many of them. Before the winter weather 
is fairly over, the elegant little snowdrop shows its 
welcome face ; the primrose, lily-of-the-valley, and 
white and blue anemone, follow ; whinh, as the season 
advances, give place to the sweet-briar, carnation, 
rose, jasmine, and honeysuckle." 

" Are the Swedish ladies fond of flowers?" asked 
Maggie. 

"I thought they were. Their houses were deco- 
rated with them, and their flower-beds were abundant 
and neatly kept." 

" Did you like the Swedish ladies, uncle?" 

" I both admired and liked them extremely. They 
are graceful and simple in manner, cordial to stran- 
gers, lively in conversation, and are usually ac- 
quainted with several languages, so that they can 
talk with a traveller in his own tongue. They dance 
admirably, too, and many excel in music." 

"They must be charming," said Maggie. " Oh 
dear, Kate and I will never know as much ! " 

" Uncle, I am ready for a story," said Thornie. 

" I dare say," replied uncle. " Luckily I have one 
at hand." 
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"THE SPARROW, THE EAGLE, AND THE KING. 

"In the year a. d. 1618 (so goes the legend), the 
King Gustavus II. Adolphus travelled along the sea- 
coast in search of the best spot for building a city. 
At length he arrived in the neighborhood of the 
Gotha river, and ascended the Otterhallan to get a 
view of the country. He had reached an open space 
upon its summit, and, being tired and hungry, had 
seated himself to enjoy at leisure the fine landscape. 
Around him, without order or ceremony, wherever a 
mossy stone invited or a tree offered its shade, were 
his generals and counsellors ; and at a respectful dis- 
tance a number of servants were busily preparing a 
comfortable meal. One tended the fires at which 
poultry and game were roasting, others were building 
tables, unpacking baskets of dishes, pastries, fruit 
and wine, and others still were seeking a spring of 
fresh water, which was said to flow somewhere among 
the rocks. 

" Suddenly, a rush and whirr were heard, followed 
by the flapping of powerful wings ; a shadow fell on 
the king, as if a large body had come between him 
and the sun ; and then a sparrow, chased by a mag- 
nificent eagle, flew to his feet. The king |tnd his 
courtiers sprang up and drew their swords, frighten- 
ing the eagle, who rose grandly higher and higher 
till he was lost in the clouds. When he was out of 
sight, his majesty stooped down, took up the little 
bird, and placed it gently in his bosom. 
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444 It is a good omen, sire,' said one who wag 
standing near. 

, " * Yes/ answered the king ; « and at the foot of 
the mountain where the Gotha pours its waters into 
the fiord I will build my new town/ " 

44 Dear little bird ! " said Maggie ; " I am glad it got 
away from the eagle." 

"Did you stay long in Gothenburg, uncle?" 

44 1 did not ; for, although it is an agreeable city, 
with many handsome and bustling streets, it does not 
particularly interest a traveller, Leaving the city, I 
drove through a country which reminded me of New 
England. There were fields of potatoes, barley, and 
oats, with occasional woods of pine and beech trees ; 
clear streams flowed down from the wooded hills ; 
lakes sparkled here and there; and occasionally a 
white church-tower with a black top appeared in the 
distance. The grasshoppers chirped merrily, hand- 
some butterflies flitted about, and the birds sang as 
joyously as I ever heard them at Fonthill. The 
whinchat uttered its quick, chattering note ; the star- 
ling whistled as he sought for worms and seeds ; the 
thievish raven was on the lookout for eggs, small 
birds, or a little rabbit ; and the lark filled the whole 
air witjj music. The villages were widely separated 
from each other, but there were many large farms 
with red or yellow frame-buildings. The best of 
them were of two or three" stories, with good windows, 
— the dwelling-house, guest-house, kitchen, and sta- 
bles, being set round a square." 

44 Did you call at one of them? " 
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"I did, and was received with the greatest cor- 
diality by the peasant owner. He was tall and fine- 
looking. His hair was parted in the middle like a 
lady's, and was partly covered with a black cap orna- 
mented with red tassels. He wore a black coat 
reaching to his ankles, a black vest, black necker- 
chief without a collar, and breeches. He offered me 
wine and fruit. I merely touched my lips to my 
glass when we drank healths, but I ate freely of the 
grapes and plums." 

"I should have wanted to visit at noblemen's 
houses," said Thornie. u Did you visit any noble- 
men, uncle?" 

" I did, and found them very agreeable." 

u Oh, please describe one visit ! " 

"I was invited to spend a week with Baron L. 
I remained but three days, but I never enjoyed a 
visit more. The house occupied one side of- a 
square, and was of stone, two stories high. Smaller 
houses stood on two other sides,- 1 - one for guests, 
another for servants. Upon the fourth side of this 
court was a garden with hot-houses and orangeries, 
bordered by the park, which was shaded by oaks, 
beeches, and a few elms." 

"Where were the stables, uncle?" asked Thornie. 

44 They were in a range with the servants' house. 
They were large and handsome, and neatly kept." 

44 Was the house furnished as with us? " 

44 Much the same, with a single exception. The 
floors were made of different woods, put together 
prettily ; ana instead of carpets there were rich rugs 
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in the centre of the rooms. The furniture was of 
oak and walnut curiously carved. There were many 
paintings by celebrated artists, — Italian, Dutch, 
French, English, and German. Lovely little statues 
were scattered about, and two rooms were set round 
with cabinets full of old china. Then there was a 
splendid library of books in many languages, with 
great piles of rare engravings." • 

44 How were the meals arranged? " asked Thornie. 

"Breakfast at nine o'clock, with tea, coffee, and 
cold meats. Dinner at three. One servant an- 
nounced it, and another opened the door into the 
dining-room. We all stood a moment with folded 
hands, and then took seats. First, we were served 
to soup, or a curious preparation of sour cream, as 
we chose ; and then followed fish, meat, and game, 
with several kinds of wine. When we had finished 
eating, we stood a moment while we offered a silent 
thanksgiving, and then returned to the drawing- 
room, where each shook hands with the hostess, atid 
thanked her for the meal. Delicious coffee was 
brought in, and then a young lady played delight- 
fully on the piano. At six o'clock fruit was served. 
At eight o'clock we had supper. First we ate bread 
and butter with cheese, standing ; then we sat down, 
and a servant handed pancakes with glasses of milk. 
The hostess poured tea for us, and no one took more 
than one cup. Before ten o'clock we bade each other 
good-night, and after that the only sound to be heard 
in the sleeping-rooms, with their heavy curtains at 
the bed and windows, was the voice of the night- 
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watchman on the estate, who called the hours as he 
went his rounds." 

u What do the ladies do?" asked Maggie. 

u In winter they spend most of their time in Stock- 
holm, where they go to court, to balls, concerts, din- 
ners, and suppers. In summer and autumn they read, 
sew, drive, walk a good deal, and play on the piano 
every evening." 

44 Just what ladies do in this country ! " exclaimed 
Maggie, in amazement ; " only that we have no court 
to go to." 

" Yes ; they live the life of educated, wealthy 
people here." 

" I should like to go to Stockholm," said Thornie, 
glancing at the map. 

44 1 think you would," answered uncle. 

44 STOCKHOLM 

is charmingly situated at the point where the Maelar 
Lake joins a fiord of the Baltic. It is built upon 
islands ; and although a part of the soil on which it 
stands is firm, other portions are not solid, so that 
many of the houses are built upon piles, like those 
of Gothenburg. It has three divisions : the original 
city, the northern suburb, and the southern suburb. 
In the old town, where most of the business is done, 
• the streets are usually narrow, crooked, and dark. 
The northern suburb, where the nobility and wealthy 
people live, and the southern suburb, where the 
principal factories are, have wide, straight streets. 
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The houses are in general four stories high, of brick, 
covered with a kind of cement, and colored buff, or 
yellow, which, in that cold climate, is warm and 
pleasant to the eye." 

"Why do the people have such high houses?" 
asked Maggie. 

" Many of them are occupied by families living 
each in a story ; the one on the first floor paying the 
highest rent, and so on." 

" I suppose the southern suburb is not as fine as 
the northern," said I. 

" In situation it is much finer. It rises from the 
harbor, street above street, on a cliff which has a 
noble curve; and in fine weather it can see itself 
beautifully reflected in the clear water of the fiord. 

" The palace stands on a hill in the central island. 
It is an immense building, rising far above its neigh- 
bors. Stately and stiff, it is very conspicuous as one 
approaches the city." 

" I should think it would take a good many bridges 
to connect the islands," said Thornie. 

" There are a great many, some of them extremely 
handsome. In summer, too, the water is gay with 
ferry-boats managed by Dalecarlian women, in white 
skirts, scarlet bodices, and white caps. In winter, 
boats and bridges are needless, for the waters are 
plains of snow over which sledges dart at pleasure." 

" Are there any public walks?" 

" There are, and very pleasant ones, adorned by 
statues and shaded by trees ; but they do not com- 
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pare favorably with the great park, which occupies 
an entire island. That is like one of our forests, 
with rocks, and hills, and lovely winding paths still 
and green, and little glens where mossy stones invite 
one to sit and listen to the music of the sea." 
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STORY OF THE LAPWING — GERTRUDE'S BIED — THE SWALLOW'S 
STORY — THE WHITE FEATHER — THE STYLISH HARE. 




^OLL PARROT flew away this morning, and 
the talk we had about it led us to ask some 
more questions about the birds of Sweden and 
Norway. 

" The great titmouse is a native of Scandinavia," 
said uncle. " In summer, when the air is warm, and 
the leaves are green, and the little brooks are leaping 
and singing, it lives in the woods and thickets ; but 
when the cold winds begin, and storms threaten, it 
flies about houses, and tries to make friends with the 
people within. In the spring, when it is building its 
nest and bringing up its little family, its notes are 
cheerful and pleasing, consisting of * Mzida, mztda' 
repeatedly pronounced. The peasants in the south 
of Sweden, however, hear in them the words 4 little 
hay, little hay/ perhaps because at that time their 
cattle have eaten nearly all their winter stock, and 
the new has not yet come in." 

" The peasants appear to be very quick at trans- 
lating bird language," said I. " Do they find words 
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for the music of other singers beside those you have 
mentioned ? " 

" Yes, for several others. One of them is the lap- 
wing, which lives in damp, cold places, and among 
dismal bogs. It is fabled to have been a handmaid 
of the Virgin Mary, who, in a moment of temptation, 
stole her mistress's silver scissors. As a punishment 
she was transformed into this bird, her tail was 
forked like a pair of scissors, and she was condemned 
to cry continually, 4 tyit 1 tyit / ' 4 1 stole them ! I 
stole them ! ' " 

" How silly ! " exclaimed Maggie. 

"But showing, nevertheless, a strong sense of 
justico, a belief that evil always follows sin, and a 
curious ingenuity in fitting the punishment to the 
wrong-doing," replied uncle. 

44 1 will tell you a legend about 

" gertrum's bird, 

which you may perhaps like better. 

"The Norwegian peasants call the red-crested 
black woodpecker ' Gertrude's Bird,' and give it the 
following history. They say that when our Lord, 
accompanied by the apostle Peter, was teaching from 
place to place in the Holy Land, he entered a house 
seeking for rest and food. He found there a woman 
named Gertrude, who wore a red hood upon her head. 
She was busily baking, and our Lord begged for a 
cake. The woman looked at her goodly loaves, and 
said to herself, 'These are all too large for alms; 
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but I will make a little one for the travellers, they 
appear so worn with their journey/ 

" So she took a morsel of dough, and placed it in 
the oven, when it rose and rose until it filled the pan, 
and was fairer to the eye than all her baking together. 

" 'This also is too large for a gift/ thought she ; 
and she set the loaf aside, and replaced it with a bit 
of dough still smaller than before. But this, like the 
other, puffed up and swelled out upon either side 
until the pan would hardly hold it ; and again the 
selfish woman grudged it to the weary Teacher. 
Then she dropped in a mere fragment, as large, per- 
haps, as a walnut, when it also grew large, and 
sweet, and light, and the crust became brown and 
crisp, and it fairly ran over the top of the great dish, 
forming an edge which made the mouth water even 
to see. As the woman took it from the oven her 
heart grew harder and harder, and her thoughts more 
and more selfish, and she said to her guests, 4 Go in 
peace, but without alms, for my bakings are all too 
large to be given to strangers.' 

" Then our Lord rose to depart, and, turning to the 
woman, said, * Because thou hast refused my request, 
and hast given me neither bread to eat nor water to 
drink, thou shalt for a punishment become a little 
bird. Dry food shalt thou seek, finding it with 
noise and labor between the bark and the wood. 
Only when it rains shalt thou drink, and for the wel- 
come drops thou shalt whistle often and long in 
vain.' 

"Hardly had he spoken when the figure of the 
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woman shrank rapidly; wings appeared instead of 
arms, and claws instead of toes ; feathers started all 
over her person, and the red hood was changed into 
a crest which nodded above what had been her fore- 
head. For an instant she paused as if for a good-by 
to home and friends, and then she flew away through 
the kitchen chimney. The soot blackened her body 
as she rose, and now she flies in her garments of red 
and black, and, with quick, strong tapping upon tree- 
trunks, brings out the worms beneath the bark, and 
eagerly devours them. *She is always thirsty, and 
whistles for rain, which does not fall half so often as 
6he desires." 

" Does the woodpecker really get his food in that 
way ? " asked Maggie. 

" He does. When he sets about a meal he strikes 
his strong claws into the trunk of an old, worm-eaten 
tree, at the same time pressing his stiff, pointed tail- 
feathers against it to help support his weight. Next, 
he taps lightly with his long, sharp beak, as much as 
to say, 4 Anybody within ? ' and follows this question 
by such rapid strokes that his head seems to be set 
on wires, and the noise is like that of a watchman's 
rattle. Away go the chips and dust, flying in all 
directions, and in darts his long, slender tongue, 
horny at the tip, and armed with stiff bristles, on 
which he catches the unlucky grubs and beetles that 
happen to be at home. When the insects are too 
small to be caught on the bristles he moistens his 
tongue with a sticky liquid which he keeps in his 
mouth for the purpose, and often gathers up a whole 
12 
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family at once, which he swallows without so much 
as winking." 

" Don't he eat anything but worms and insects ? " 
"Yes, our red-headed woodpecker often indulges 
in a dessert of fruit. He finds the earliest and sweet- 
est apples, and the best-flavored pears. Should the 
owner happen along when he is thus giving himself a 
treat, he by no means loses his self-possession, but 
strikes his open bill into the finest within his reach 
and carries it off to the woods. He is fond also of 
cherries, and delights in green corn. He is very 
frolicsome, and half a dozen of his tribe may often 
be seen chasing each other and playing like merry 
children." 

" Are there many such legends as those you have 
quoted?" asked Thornie. 

" More than I shall have time to relate." 
u O uncle, please go on I " exclaimed we all. 

"the swallow," 

replied uncle, " is a great favorite throughout Scan- 
dinavia, and the peasants think it wrong to kill the 
birds or destroy its nest. They say that when our 
Saviour was crucified, a swallow perched upon the 
cross, and cried sorrowfully and beseechingly, c Con- 
sole, console, console Him ! ' The sweet, sad tones 
reached the ear of the Father, and he, pleased with 
the sympathy shown by the little creature, ordained 
blessings upon it and its protectors for all time." 
" It is charming I " cried Maggie. " I am delighted 
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with that. Is the swallow the only bird about which 
such a story is told ? " 

" The history of the turtle-dove is very similar. It 
is said, like the swallow, to have alighted on the 
cross at the time of the crucifixion, sighing deeply, 
and repeating mournfully the words, * Kurrie ! Kur- 
rie! Kurrie!' 'Lord! Lord! Lord!' Since then it 
has never been merry, but continues the same sor- 
rowful cry." 

" That also is a pleasing fancy," said I. " I dare 
say it is quite shocking, but I like legends better 
than history." 

" The green woodpecker serves the Norwegians for 

"a bird barometer. 

" The peasants believe that it foretells the weather 
for three days in advance. When its notes are loud 
and steady, fine weather is at hand ; if they are low, 
a storm is thought to be coming; and if it flies 
above the cottages, with a cry like a sound of warn- 
ing, one must prepare for a tempest." 

" Why, its notes are like the mercury in a real 
barometer," said Thornie. " That is high in sunny 
weather, and low when rain is near." 

" There is a very curious superstition about the 
raven," continued uncle. " Black as it is, it is said 
to have a white feather hidden somewhere about its 
body, which, if one could but obtain it, would impart 
to him all wisdom. It is, however, so extremely 
difficult to get, that perhaps nobody has ever been 
able to try its real power." 
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" Don't people catch ravens?" asked Maggie. 
* "Often, for they are thought to be very amusing, 
and are frequently kept for pets ; but the bird when 
liable to lose its precious plume is believed to pluck 
it out and swallow it." 

" One might cut open the bird," said Thornie. 

"An American would do so; for he is given to 
asking questions, and is famous for going to the bot- 
tom of things ; while the Norwegian peasant clings 
to old beliefs, repeats old stories, and parts slowly 
and reluctantly from the memories of the past." 

" Odin had two ravens, which told him everything 
that happened," said Maggie. 

u Yes, the raven is so cunning, so mysterious-look- 
ing, learns to talk so easily, and chatters so much 
after it has learned, that it is not strange that it was 
called the 'bird of Odin/ 

" The parrot cross-bill is another interesting bird. 
Its beak is curiously formed, the two halves com- 
pletely crossing each other, so that at first sight one 
would think it must be entirely unable to feed itself. 
Yet it can shell canary-seed, break open almonds, 
and get at the seeds of the spruce-pine, of which it 
is extremely fond." 

" Where are the pine-seeds?" asked Maggie. 

" In the cones at the bottom of the brown scales, 
whicl\ you will remember lie one over another like 
the shingles upon a roof. 

" When the cross-bill has a mind for a feast he 
holds the cone in his claws while he bites it off close 
to the twig, then, taking it in his bill, he walks along 
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the bough to the trunk of the tree, where he again 
seizes it in his claws. Then he opens his mouth till 
the tips of his bill are immediately over each other, 
puts them under the scales, and, suddenly drawing 
the lower part sideways, wrenches them away and 
scoops out the seeds with his bone-tipped tongue. 
When there are little ones the mother bird drops the 
cone to the ground, and then goes down to it, fol- 
lowed by her baby flock, which gather close round 
her, gaping wide their bills, and screeching enough to 
frighten a stranger to their noisy ways. In their 
midst mamma cross-bill quietly plucks out the dainty 
morsels, and divides them with loving care among 
her hungry family ." 

"How wonderful ! " exclaimed Thornie. 

" Yes, it is a- beautiful illustration of the thought- 
ful care of God in providing food for every living 
thing." 

" The sea-f<$wl are the hunters' birds," said Thor- 
nie, " the song-thrush is the farmers' bird, the green 
woodpecker is the peasants' barometer; and now 
isn't there a fishermen's bird ? " 

" Yes, the rock-pipelark, which lives along the 
coast quite to the North Cape. The fishermen like it 
because at low tide it flies to the bare rocks and eats 
a certain kind of shell-fish which spoils their nets. 
So busy and destructive are these fish that in a 
single long autumn night they will ruin the strongest 
and best net that can be made." 

Just then Bessie, who was sitting by the window with 
Snowball in her lap, saw all three of her rabbits, Brisk, 
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Frisk, and Skip, darting along the carriage-drive, 
having gnawed their way out of the rabbit-house. 

" Oh, my bunnies ! my bunnies ! " cried she ; and 
away she ran. Away ran Thornie also, and we did 
not see either of them again until after the lesson 
was over ; but Maggie stopped to ask if there are 
any hares in Scandinavia. 

" They are abundant in some parts," replied uncle. 
" Linnaeus, the famous old Swedish naturalist, says 
that they are so fond of music that they lose no 
opportunity of making it. If they cross a board or 
anything that will sound, they strike it with their 
fore feet, using first one and then the other, and beat- 
ing so fast that the eye can hardly follow their move- 
ments. The noise thus made resembles that of a 
drum ; and so they become the little drummers of the 
Swedish and Norwegian forests." 

" Is it true, uncle ? Do they really do this ? " 

" I never heard the sound myself, and I must con- 
fess that I am doubtful about it. It is much more 
certain that the little animals are caught in snares 
made of fine copper wire rubbed with the fresh leaves 
of the spruce pine ; for the most stupid among them 
will not enter one which has been last held in the 
bare hand. An old one was once shot, which looked 
as if it had always worn stays. Nobody could think 
at first how it came to be so stylish in shape, but 
when it was dressed it was found to have part of a 
wire snare about its body. This it had worn so 
long, that, while it had grown large and fat on either 
side, it had a waist slender enough for a fine lady." 
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" That is the funniest thing you have told to-day. 
But, uncle, — " 

"No more questions till to-morrow," said uncle; 
and we all went to find Thornie, Bessie, Brisk, Frisk, 
and Skip. 
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CHAPTER XL 



LITTLE PRIM AND HIS PHEASANT — PRIM AND THE WICKED BAILIFF 
— LITTLE PRIM FINDS HIS FATHER — ODIN — THE COW AUDHUM- 
BLA — SHOOTING AT B ALDUR -— HODER'S FATAL STROKE — LOKl'S 
PUNISHMENT. 




T rained last evening, so we coaxed Aunt 
Mary to give us a story. She called it 

"little prim and his pheasant. 

"Little Prim was all alone in the world. Once, 
he had parents, who thought him the brightest, pretti- 
est, and best infant ever born. Every parent has 
had at least one such child ; but this, Justin Ekbert 
and his wife did not know; and they rejoiced over 
their little one as if he were a king's son. His name 
was Justin, for his father, but he hardly knew it for 
his, because he had at home a dozen endearing titles, 
such as, ' My Prince,' ' My Darling,' ' My Sweet ; ' 
and almost as soon as he was large enough to go 
abroad, he was nicknamed ' Prim' by the coarse boys 
in the street, because he would never join in their 
noisy games, or help them in their rude tricks. 

" The elder Justin had a small garden, and a few 
ducks and hens ; and he sold vegetables, flowers, and 
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eggs in the market of Esnau, the village in which he 
lived. His wife was as diligent a$ himself, and he 
had already laid aside a rix-dollar toward a fund for 
his son's education, when he was drafted into the 
army, and was marched away at daybreak in the 
gloom of a November morning. From that moment 
nothing was heard from him, and it was very natu- 
rally supposed that he must have fallen in the battle 
which took place soon afterward. Poor Mrs. Ekbert 
struggled against her grief and her hard fortune ; but 
her health failed, and in a few years she died, leaving 
to her child only her cottage, — which for want of 
timely repairs was fairly dropping to pieces, — and 
the dear memory of her pious life. Those whom she 
had watched in sickness and served in health laid her 
to rest in the church-yard, where the shadow of the 
gray tower fell softly over her bed, and within hear- 
ing of the hymns and anthems sung by the village 
choir. For a time, also, they assisted the desolate 
orphan ; but the charitable were too poor themselves 
to do much for him, and he was not strong enough 
for the heavy farm labor which alone was in demand 
in Esnau. So his scanty garments became more and 
more ragged, the healthy color faded from his cheeks, 
and he grew pinched and haggard with hunger and 
cold. 

" Still, little Prim remained gentle and generous, 
and sure that his mother was right when she told him 
that the good God would not permit him to perish. 
It eased the pain at his heart to perform kind acts for 
others, and he led blind Gretchen to church every 
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Sunday, gathered wild flowers and berries for the 
sick girl in the lane, and was always ready to run of 
an errand, to bring a pitcher of water from the foun- 
tain, to pick up chips, or to look after the geese. 
The latter, indeed, was one of his greatest pleasures ; 
for he had a curious fellow-feeling for birds, insects, 
and animals. He studied their ways, learned their 
habits, and talked with them as if they knew what he 
said ; and so they did, — perhaps. He would not 
suffer one of them to be injured if he could help it, 
and more than once he was beaten by the idle boys 
of Esnau while attempting to rescue the helpless 
innocents from their cruel hands. 

" One afternoon, Prim was sitting alone in the door 
of his hut. There were but two panes of glass in the 
window, and for furniture there were a broken chair, 
a rickety table, a cracked mug, an iron spoon, an old 
knife and fork, and a little fresh grass in a corner for 
a bed, on which lay a torn coverlet. It was very 
dismal, and somehow Prim felt this more than usual. 
He kept thinking of his father, who marched out of 
the village in the gray daybreak, whither he knew 
not, and of his mother, who was certainly with the 
angels in heaven ; and he longed to travel over the 
world to seek the former, or to fly upward to join the 
latter. 4 1 cannot do either,' he said, half aloud. 4 1 
must wait till the good God calls me.' 

44 Tears filled the eyes of the child ; but the sun 
looked down through the leaves of the tall linden- 
tree, and, seeing his trouble, dried them quickly. 
The breeze, perfumed by the breath of the violets 
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with which it had been playing, kissed his cheek, and 
the birds sang their best, for it was spring and they 
were very merry. i God means we should be glad,' 
said Prim to himself. * 111 try ; ' and he began to 
watch a butterfly that was flitting from stem to stem 
by the roadside ; then his eyes wandered to a magpie, 
that was chattering and scolding in a thorn-bush ; and 
finally rested on a white cat lying at ease on the 
stone wall opposite. Gradually, he forgot that he 
was tired, hungry, and alone, and thought only of 
the brightness and sweetness around him. 

"Presently, Prim heard loud shouts and rude 
laughter mingled with cries of distress. He knew 
at once that the boys were torturing an unfortunate 
bird ; but they had so often turned upon him with rid- 
icule, and even curses and blows, when he had tried 
to rescue their victims, that he paused, unwilling to 
brave their anger. He put his fingers in his ears to 
keep out the sounds; but the shouts and laughter 
and cries continued, and at last he could bear it no 
longer. He sprang up and ran down the street. 

" * Here's Prim ! Here's the little priest ! ' called 
Max Hertzen, scornfully. * Now we must sit down in 
a row and say our catechism I ' 

" Then the boys burst into a contemptuous laugh, 
and added all the rude, bitter things they could think 
of. But Prim did not care for that. His only wish 
was to get away the poor pheasant, whose leg was 
broken, and whom the wicked set was tormenting 
frightfully. In vain he begged them to stop ; in vain 
he tried to snatch the bird firom their hands. They 
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kept it carefully guarded, while they kicked and beat 
him savagely for interfering with their sport. He 
would have been seriously hurt had not one of the 
village magistrates appeared, who drove away the 
boys, and wrung the neck of the poor pheasant to put 
him out of his misery. 

u Prim thanked the magistrate, washed himself at 
the fountain, and crept supperless to his hard bed. 
It was a long time before he fell asleep. His head 
was hot, his limbs ached, his bruised and broken skin 
smarted sadly, and his heart turned to his lost father 
with earnest longing. He did not forget him even in 
slumber, but dreamed that he stood upon the hill 
back of the town, and beckoned to him to join him. 

" The next morning, the cheerful light crept in at 
the two panes, and laughed in Prim's face until he 
awoke. But he could not laugh with it. He was 
still in pain from yesterday's beating, and he did not 
know how to get anything to eat. He dressed him- 
self and looked about, but nobody wanted a job 
done, and nobody offered him so much as a crust ; so 
he shouldered his fishing-rod, and went to try his 
luck at trouting in the brook. 

" First, however, he climbed the hill from which 
his father had appeared to beckon to him in his 
dream. Ah, how charming it was ! A lark sang 
gayly overhead, and a hare, startled from her form, 
ran quickly along the hill-side, while the trees shook 
their boughs for joy, and made their leaves and blos- 
soms dance a merry round. The grass was in its 
first greenness, and glittered here and there with thv 
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dew-drops which the night had scattered. A pleasant 
stream wound through the valley, changing its hue 
at every turn, and making pretty pictures of the over- 
hanging plants, the mossy rocks, and the clouds which 
floated in the crimson and gold of the brilliant sky. 

" Presently a black speck appeared ; it grew larger 
and larger, and directed its course toward the hill 
on which little Prim sat. Soon it shaped itself into 
a pheasant, and flew straight to his feet. 

" Prim had seen pheasants before, and choice ones, 
too, but none like this. His beak looked as if made 
from silver, his head shone like the purest gold, and 
his crest blazed with what appeared to be emeralds 
and rubies. His back, breast, and tail sparkled with 
a multitude of colors as bright as gems, — green, 
blue, violet, bronze, — nobody can describe the splen- 
dor. Prim stroked the new-comer, then put his arms 
round him, and finally kissed him with tender love. 

" The bird enjoyed his caresses. He nestled close 
to him, then flew upon his knee, and hid his head be- 
neath his ragged jacket. i Sprite,' he murmured ; 
and Prim, understanding from this that it was his 
name, said, * Sprite ! Sprite !' in answer. He was so 
happy ! It was almost as if he had found his father. 

" * Come/ said Sprite ; and, without hesitation, 
Prim rose and followed the bird, which walked off at 
a good pace toward Arlaix. 

"No sooner had the two entered the town, than 
their extraordinary appearance attracted a crowd. 
Men, women, and children ran together ; they filled the 
streets, and stood in the doorways ; they looked from 
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the windows, and even climbed to the neighboring 
house-tops. Prim was teased with questions, to which 
he could give only unsatisfactory answers. More 
than once some of the people tried to get between 
the boy and the bird, evidently with the intention of 
carrying the latter off; but he bristled his feathers 
and looked so fierce that no one dared lay so much as 
a finger on his sparkling neck. 

" * Pass round your hat,' whispered Sprite. 

" Prim obeyed him, and took up so many sous that 
they were heavy to carry. His spirits rose, for he 
could now buy a dinner, and entering the 4 White 
Swan/ he ordered what he thought a grand entertain- 
ment. Boy and bird ate from the same plate, and, 
when their hunger was satisfied, they started again 
upon their journey. 

" They stopped at Lagny for the night, where they 
again excited the greatest curiosity, and where Prim 
again collected his hat nearly full of sous." 

"How much is a sou?" asked Bessie. 

44 A little less than a cent of our money. 

44 The bailiff of the town, although a magistrate, 
was a dishonest knave; and he immediately laid a 
plan to get possession of this new and wonderful 
bird. So he put on his most smiling countenance, 
and invited Prim very sweetly to spend the night at 
his house. Prim consented, and, after eating a good 
supper, asked leave to go to bed. 

"'Certainly, certainly,' answered the, bailiff; and 
he led the way through various dark passages till he 
came to a little stone chamber, with a small window 
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high up in the wall, fastened by an iron grating. 
There was no furniture in the room, and the heavy 
door shut with a clang, and bolted itself behind 
them. Then the bailiff made a speiech, in which he 
said that Prim had, without doubt, stolen the bird 
from the royal menagerie ; but that, if he would qui- 
etly give it up to him, he would let him go without 
punishment. Otherwise, he declared he would de- 
liver him to the sheriff, and in the end he would cer- 
tainly be hung. ' You see, yourself,' he said, ' that 
you cannot escape, neither can any one hear your 
cries. I can starve you, if I please ; but this I should 
not think of doing, — no, no,' he continued, smiling at 
the child, — ' no, no, for I am sure you will gladly 
give up this stolen property, and go free from my 
hands.' 

" Prim would have been dreadfully frightened but 
for the pheasant, which looked encouragingly at him, 
and enabled him to keep up a good heart the while. 
So he replied, 4 1 have not stolen the bird, and I shall 
not give it to anybody, no, not to the king himself.' 

u i Ah, so you think now,' said the bailiff, in his 
softest manner; 'but,' — and here he paused, for 
there was such a strange feeling in his nose that he 
could not go on. 

" He put up his hand to learn the cause, and be- 
hold, it was growing quite like a bird's beak ! 

"'Why, bless me! what can be the matter?' he 
exclaimed ; and he began to be as frightened as he 
had hoped to make little Prim. ' Why, really;' and 
he rubbed his nose with all his might. 
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" The more he rubbed, the more horny it grew ; 
his wig, also, which had nearly fallen off, sprouted 
with feathers, and down began to start about his 
eyebrows and on his puffy cheeks. It was fearful. 
He was actually becoming a bird himself. '3Ui! 
what shall I do?' he exclaimed. 'Stop it I Turn me 
back! Help! help!' 




MTTLK PB1M AWD THE WICKED BAILIFf. 



u Prim exchanged glances with Sprite, and a 
thought came into his head. ' Let us out,' said he ; 
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1 give us a good bed and a good breakfast to-morrow 
morning, and your nose shall be made right again.' 

" There was no other way for the wicked bailiff, 
and he did as Prim required. He put the wanderers 
into his "best chamber, where they slept as only the 
weary can ; and the next morning, he served them 
himself to the very best in the house. 

44 4 1 do not thank you,' said Prim, when he had 
finished eating, 4 for you meant to rob, and perhaps 
to murder me ; but I will do as I promised, and your 
nose shall become as before, when my bird and I are 
fairly out of Lagny.' " 

44 Was the man's nose fixed again?" asked Bessie. 

44 Yes, just as Prim said ; and Prim and Sprite 
walked together, day after day, over mountains and 
through valleys, across rivers and brooks. By and 
by, other birds joined them, and then Prim had a 
little flock. 

44 In all the towns and cities which Prim entered, 
he collected sous. Some persons even gave him sil- 
ver pieces, and one or two dropped gold into his hat. 
That was, indeed, good fortune. 

44 At last, after they had crossed the Alps into 
Italy, Sprite, led the way to a great fortress. It was 
so large and grim, the towers were so stately, and 
the gates so strong, that for the first time since he 
left the bailiff Prim's courage failed. But Sprite 
nodded in a friendly manner, and rubbed his head 
against his hand, as if to tell him that there was no 
danger. Just then the governor of the castle, who 
had been riding with his officers, dashed up to the 
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main entrance, and, upon dismounting, saw the boy 
and the pheasant. 

"'Why, what have we here?' he cried. 'Won- 
derful ! magnificent ! ' and the officers cried, also, 
* Wonderful ! magnificent ! ' 

" ' Where did you come from? and where did you 
get your bird ? ' asked the governor. Then, without 
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waiting for a reply, he added, * Come into the for- 
tress, and we will speak of this at leisure/ 

" So Prim and Sprite went into the great hall, and 
from thence to the governor's private quarters, where 
they found his wife and his pretty children/' 

44 How many children?" asked Bessie. 

44 Two ; a boy and a girl." 
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" What did Prim go to the fortress for ? " 

" His father was in the fortress. He had been cap- 
tured in the battle I spoke of, and had been a pris- 
oner ever since. Every day he worked on the forti- 
fications, and every night he was locked up in a 
damp dungeon ; and from being a stout, healthy man, 
he hkd grown so ill and weak that he could hardly 
lift the heavy hammer which he was obliged to strike 
with." 

" Did Prim know him? " 

"The governor and his family were so much 
pleased with Prim and Sprite that they allowed 
them to stay in the fortress, and go about as much 
as they liked. As soon as the latter obtained this 
permission, Sprite led his master to his father, who 
noticed his resemblance to the wife from whom he 
had been so long parted, and began to question him. 
When he learned that the little stranger was indeed 
his son, his joy was beyond bounds. He embraced 
and kissed him once and again, and hardly listened 
to him when he explained that their happy meeting 
was due to his faithful friend, the pheasant. 

u When they had grown more quiet, arid each had 
told the other his adventures, Sprite looked at Prim 
in a meaning way, and Prim understood that he 
would give the governor some of his handsomest feath- 
ers if he would obtain the release of the prisoner. At 
first, the governor shook his head and declared that 
he could do nothing about it ; but the more he saw 
the feathers, the more valuable he found them to be ; 
and the better he knew little Prim, the more anxious 
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he was to serve him \ and not long afterward, he 
urged so earnestly an exchange of prisoners with 
the French commander-in-chief — to whose army Jus- 
tin belonged — that his proposals were agreed to, 
and Prim and his parent went away rejoicing. 

" Prim gave his father the money which he had 
collected on his way to the fortress, and this sum, 
added to what they obtained in the same manner on 
their return, was sufficient to repurchase the cottage 
and garden, to repair the former and restock the lat- 
ter, and to buy some fowls and goats, and even a don- 
key and cart to take their produce to market. Noth- 
ing was now wanting but the presence of the dear 
mother who slept under the sod, and who, they 
doubted not, was happier than their best efforts could 
make her. 

" When all was arranged and they had fairly com- 
menced their new mode of life, Sprite flew away ; but, 
though lost to sight, he still lived in their hearts, and 
for a long time afterward not a day passed in which 
they did not speak of him with gratitude and love." 

This afternoon we had a lesson on 

THE OLD SCANDINAVIAN RELIGION. 

" All ancient nations," said uncle, " except that of 
Israel, have worshipped false gods. The account of 
these gods is called mythology, and the mythology 
of each country is a part of its history. 

" The real history of Sweden and Norway begins 
with their mythology, for their first great ruler — or 
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rather the first of which anything is certainly known 
— became their highest god. His name was 

" ODIN, 

and he was an Asiatic chief, who settled with his fol- 
lowers in their most fertile provinces. 

" He not only ruled as a king, but pretended, also, 
that he was a divinity descended for a time from the 
abode of the gods, which he called Asgard. When he 
became old and feeble, he told his companions that 
he was about to return to his celestial home, and that 
he would there prepare eternal joys for brave and 
distinguished warriors. He then called for his spear, 
and made upon his body a circle of wounds, nine in 
number, to show that he disdained to die of disease, 
and as a token that he would especially favor such of 
his followers as should be slain in battle. When he 
was dead, his body was burned with the utmost mag- 
nificence, as it was believed that the higher the flames 
of the funeral pile, and the richer the offerings con- 
sumed upon it, the better would the deceased be es- 
teemed in Asgard." 

" Did the people believe that he was a god, and 
worship him as one ? " asked Thomie. 

" They did, and out of his direct teachings, to- 
gether with the stories of the poets and the fancies 
of the ignorant people, there arose a very curious 
mythology.' 

"How do we know anything about it?" asked 
Maggie. 

" It has been handed down to us in two books con- 
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taining thirty-nine poems. These poems are very 
ancient, and were composed in Sweden, Norway, and 
Denmark ; but were collected by an Icelandic priest 
in 1057." 

44 Who wrote them?" asked Thornie. 

"The authors of them, with a single exception, 
are unknown; and they were not written, but were 
committed to meinory and repeated by scalds or 
poets, and saga-men or story-tellers." 

" How did that happen, uncle ? Had they no char- 
acters for writing?" 

" They had the rude characters of the Scandina- 
vian alphabet, called runes ; but they did not use them 
for common purposes. A few letters were written in 
them to or by great men, and they were engraved on 
memorial stones raised for the dead, and also on 
arms, cups, amulets, and wooden tablets. Their 
chief use was as instruments of magic." 

" What magic could there possibly be in the letters 
of an alphabet?" 

44 There was none ; but the cunning priests taught 
the people that a spirit dwelt in them possessing 
miraculous power. There were, among others, storm- 
runes, with power over the sea, which were to be cut 
on masts and rudders; drink-runes, to be cut on 
drinking-horns, that no injurious draught might be 
mixed therein for the drinker ; runes of victory, to be 
cut on sword-blades ; and runes of freedom, to be 
pronounced when one would rescue another." 

44 But they did no good, that I can see," said 
Thornie. 
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" The people imagined that they did. They saw 
that information was communicated by them, and in 
their utter ignorance supposed this to be done by 
supernatural agency." 

" How strange it seems, to fancy almost a whole 
nation so ignorant as to be afraid of the alphabet ! " 
said Maggie. "The Scandinavian priests needed 
very little wisdom or cunning to rule as they liked." 

"I should like to know all about this mythology," 
said Thornie. 

" I will tell you somewhat about it now," said un- 
cle, " and will continue its story when I have occa- 
sion to teach you the history and traditions of Den- 
mark and Iceland. 

" In the beginning, as it is fabled, there was only 
a vast space, with neither the gky above, nor soil be- 
neath, nor anything to bound it on either hand except 
the two regions of Muspelheim and Nifelheim. Mus- 
pelheim was the region of fire ; and although nobody 
could live there except the fire-children, Surtur and 
his sons, it was, nevertheless, a much brighter and 
more cheerful place just to look at than Nifelheim, 
which was freezingly cold and dismally dark, and 
which had in its centre a horrible fountain, forever 
sending forth wind, rain, snow, and ice. By and by, 
Muspelheim's heat met Nifelheim's moisture, and 
while the vapor was swaying, and curling, and 
spreading in soft gray clouds, Ymer was born with 
his great family of evil giants." 

u What did Ymer live on? " asked Maggie. 

" As he was born of the mist, it would appear as if 
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he might draw food therefrom ; but he did not thrive 
on it, probably, for the cow Audhumbla was created 
for him, and she gave whole rivers of milk." 

" What did the cow feed on ? " 

" On the salt and hoar-frost, which covered a por- 
tion of the rocks, and made them look like vast 
loaves of wedding-cake." 

" Only that there were no weddings to need 
them." 

" They came very soon. Only three days after the 
cow was -created Bure appeared, whose son Borr 
married a giantess, and was father of Odin, Vile, 
and Ve." 

" Now we have reached an acquaintance," said 
Thornie, with a laugh. " I wish to know all about 
Odin. I suppose he married, though he had neither 
cake nor cards." 

" Yes, he married Frigga, and their sons were 
called the Asen." 

" What did they do, — the sons, I mean ? " 

" The eldest was Thor, who was the strongest and 
bravest of the gods. He rode in a chariot drawn by 
goats, and he was armed with a hammer, which, as 
often as he hurled it at his enemies^ returned to him 
of its own will." 

" Why, what enemies could he have?" 

" The race of evil giants confined in Jotunheim, at 
the extremity of the ocean, by a wall which separated 
them from Asgard, the habitation of the gods." 

" What other distinguished ones were there among 
the Asen?" 
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"The most interesting was Baldur, who was won- 
derfully beautiful, wise, eloquent, and good. He 
had authority over the other Asen, his brothers, but 
he did not join them in their enterprises, because he 
loved peace and quiet, and delighted to live with his 
sweet wife Nanna in his palace named * Wide-Shin- 
ing,' which stood in the sunniest and cheeriest spot 
of all Asgard." 

" What kind of a place was Asgard ? " 

u It was large and bright, and contained various 
palaces and cities. The most splendid of these pal- 
aces was Gladheim, or the Mansion of Joy, where 
stood the throne of Odin and the seats of the twelve 
upper deities." 

" Were there many deities there ? " 

" More than you will care to hear about. 

" First, came Odin, the all-father. He was espe- 
cially the god of battles. Two ravens, Hugin and 
Munnin, or Mind and Memory, sat on his shoulders, 
and whispered in his ears all that they had seen and 
heard while flying round the world. Then there were 
Thor and Baldur, and Freyr, who watered the earth 
with rain-drops, watching with sharp eyes that they 
did their duty, offering the longed-for moisture to 
each feeble plant as well as the mighty oaks and fir- 
trees, and filling each mossy fountain, and the green 
banks of each winding brook." 

" That was a pleasant duty," said Maggie. " I 
shall like Freyr better than some of the gods." 

44 That is his peaceful side. If you look further, 
you will find that he had a magic sword, which would 
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spring of itself from the scabbard and kill a host of 
people in a twinkling. 

"Ullir skated so fast that he could outstrip the 
lightning; and Heimdall kept guard against the 
giants, that they might not force their way over 
the rainbow which bridged the space between Jotun- 
heim and Asgard. He could see by night as well as 
by day, and he could hear the wool grow on the 
backs of the sheep, and the grass spring up greenly 
in the meadows." 

" He ought to have had a watchman's coat and rat- 
tle," said Thornie. 

"I cannot say what kind of coat he wore," 
answered uncle, " but instead of a rattle he had a 
trumpet, a blast from which went echoing far and 
wide through the universe." 

u Were there any goddesses except Frigga? " 

" Yes, there were eleven besides her ; among whom 
the most distinguished was Freya, daughter of the 
Scandinavian Neptune. Her husband deserted her, 
and she grieved for her loneliness with tears of gold. 
Nevertheless, although she was so sorrowful, she was 
— under the name of Vanadis — the goddess of 
hope." 

" It was curious that the Norsemen should have 
pictured the goddess of hope as weeping so much, 
even if her tears did glitter," said I. 

" In addition to these female divinities," continued 
uncle, "there were twelve nymphs, called Valkyries. 
They poured out mead for the brave men who had 
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been received into the palace of Valhalla, and also 
attended them in battle." 

" Did warriors fight after death?" 

" They did. Every day they put on their armor, 
and were summoned to the battle-field at the crow- 
ing of a cock. There they fought till they were cut 
to pieces, when the cock crowed again. This being 
the signal for dinner, they collected their scattered 
limbs, put on their heads, closed their wounds, and, 
springing upon their steeds, rushed pell-mell to the 
palace. As the inventors of these fables enjoyed 
nothing so much as fighting and carnage, except, 
perhaps, the great feast which followed a victory, 
they could fancy nothing better in their imaginary 
heaven." 

" How came there to be warriors on the earth, un- 
cle ? You have not told us that yet." 

" Sure enough, I forgot about that, so I will go 
back a little. Odin and his brothers slew Ymer, and 
made the world of his body. His skull formed the 
sky, which was upheld by the dwarfs East, West, 
North, and South, who must have had a wearisome 
time of it. All was darkness as yet, when the gods 
caught some of Muspelheim's sparks, and set them 
for stars in the new firmament, and ordered the two 
children of Mundilfor to guide the sun and moon in 
the right course. Next Night married one of Odin's 
children, and they had a boy named Day, who was 
extremely beautiful. Father and son then took each 
a steed and travelled round the world, distributing 
the hours for sleep and labor. Night's horse was 
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called Frost-mane, and the foam from his bit, as he 
champed it in his rapid tread, caused the dew, which 
sparkled on the cobwebs, and gathered in diamond- 
like drops on the tips of the drooping leaves. Day- 
rode in a car drawn by Shining-mane, who threw off 
golden beams from his radiant hair. 

" Odin admired his beautiful world when it was fin- 
ished. The sea gave out noble music as its foaming 
billows broke along the shore, and the pattering foun- 
tains, and leaping brooks, and deep, smoothly roll- 
ing rivers joined in the song. The wind swept on, 
also, and played on the great harps of the tall trees, 
and touched with delicate finger the petals of the fra- 
grant blossoms. But no mother hushed her dear 
baby to sleep with a soft lullaby, and no little chil- 
dren shouted to each other in noisy glee. So, as it is 
fabled, Odin took a piece of ash and another of elm, 
which had been thrown by the tide upon the beach, 
and made of them a man and a woman. From this pair 
descended those stout warriors I have spoken of." 

" Did the Norsemen think that the gods were 
happy in Asgard ? " asked Thornie. 

"Very happy, until some of them married the 
daughters of the giants. From this parentage was 
born Loki, the evil one, who, beside committing many 
other crimes, procured the death of the wise and 
peaceful Baldur." 

"Why did he do it?" 

" Because he was envious and jealous, and could 
not endure to be outshone by anybody as he was by 
Baldur." 
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" Please tell us the whole story," said Maggie. 
Uncle nodded, and began with the title, — 

"the death op baldur and punishment op loki. 

"The beautiful Baldur, whose life hitherto had 
been like one long holiday, began to receive in sleep 
hints of evil which was soon to befall him. This did 
not happen once or twice only, but continually, so 
that he could not even take a little nap, with his head 
resting on his wife's knee, and his hand clasped in 
hers, without falling into such horror as shook his 
very soul. He would not have felt so much disturbed 
for himself alone, for the inhabitants of Asgard were 
as brave as possible, but the fate of all supernatural 
beings was connected with his. During his life they ( 
were secure; but after his death terrible things 
would occur. His father Odin looked really care- 
worn. So, also, did his dear mother Frigga ; but she 
had no idea of sitting still and brooding over the 
calamities that were to come. She therefore called 
upon everything on the earth, in the earth, and above 
the earth, and upon all diseases also, to swear to 
her, each for itself, that they would not harm her dar- 
ling child. Only one plant was overlooked. That 
was the mistletoe, which does not grow on the ground, 
but fastens itself in the bark of trees, and feeds on 
their sap, thus maintaining its own life by destroying 
that of its victim. If Frigga had known anything of 
botany, surely this would have been one of the first 
things from which she would have compelled a prom- 
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ise to do no farther mischief, and she would have 
made it strong, too. 

" After Frigga had thus, as she supposed, engaged 
all nature not to injure her favorite son, the deities 
made a pleasant game of shooting at him with various 
weapons, and observing how they lost their force as 
they approached his person. Battle-axes fell upon 
him as gently as feathers, spears lost their point, 
swords glanced lightly from his golden hair, and even, 
the hammer of Thor, which could cleave the solid 
rock and break down the stoutest fir-trees, just 
touched his breast and returned with its accustomed 
spring to the hand of its owner. If there had been 
only friends in these assemblies no harm would have 
1 been done ; but Loki, the god of malice, looked on at 
the sport. He was envious and jealous, and it made 
him angry to see another receive such honors as Bal- 
dur did. Perceiving every day the glory which he 
won, and compelled to add to it or stay away from 
these meetings altogether, he set his wicked brain to 
work to arrange a plan to injure the beautiful spirit. 

" After much thought, Loki took the form of a re- 
spectable old woman, and made Frigga a visit. In 
their conversation, he skilfully introduced the subject 
of his hostess's children, when the goddess asked, 
4 What are they doing now at their assemblies ? ' 

" ' They all shoot at Baldur,' answered the disguised 
Loki ; ' but they cannot hurt him, for fire, water, and 
metals appear anxious only to do him honor.' 

" l That is because I have made all things swear 
never to hurt my dear son.' 
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"'Everything? has everything promised?' asked 
the guest, with an expression of mingled hatred and 
cunning, which ought to have warned Frigga of com- 
ing danger. 

" But Frigga's head was turned so that she did not 
see it, and she replied, ' All but a little twig which 
grows eastward of Valhalla, and is called mistletoe. 
I thought it too young and insignificant for mischief, 
and so I passed it by.' 

" At this, Loki could hardly keep down a shout of 
cruel triumph, and after saying a few smooth things 
he went away. 

" Loki lost no time in getting the mistletoe. He 
held it up to the light, examined its short stem, ever- 
green leaves, and homely yellow flowers, and his eyes 
sparkled with wicked malice. He felt himself at the 
moment more powerful than the peaceful Baldur, — 
more powerful than Thor with his mighty hammer, — 
nay, even more powerful than Odin himself. He en- 
joyed this thought for several minutes ; then he con> 
manded the plant to slay whomsoever it should touch 
when thrown by the hand of the blind god, Hoder. 

" The next day, Loki went to the meeting of the 
Asen, and praised the brothers for the accuracy of 
their aim, and Baldur for the wonderful manner in 
which he turned aside their weapons. By and by, he 
looked at Hoder, and, as if noticing for the first time 
that he did not join in the sport, inquired why he did 
not shoot at Baldur. 

" * Partly because I have no,weapon, and partly be- 
cause I cannot see,' answered Hoder. 
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" * Still you ought to honor him with the rest/ re- 
turned Loki. * I will tell you the direction in which 
he stands, and do you throw at him this slender 
wand/ 

"'As you will/ said Hoder, * although I care very 
little about it.' 

" But Loki led him gently to a convenient spot, 
placed the mistletoe in his hand, and said, * Cast it 
straight before you/ The unsuspecting Hoder obeyed , 
and in an instant Baldur dropped dead on the floor of 
the hall. Not a cry was heard, for the brothers were 
speechless with fear and anger. All eyes were turned 
upon Hoder, who remained quietly in his place, igno- 
rant of the result of his stroke, and innocently won- 
dering why there was such sudden silence. The still- 
ness was soon broken by shrieks of anguish and 
threats of vengeance, and Hoder, learning the cause, 
told the story of his dreadful blow. Then there was 
such weeping as had never been known, interrupted 
only by the voices of the brothers as they spoke of the 
noble qualities and kind deeds of the deceased. 

" Another calamity fell upon the Odin family ; for 
Nanna — Baldur's sweet-tempered, affectionate wife 
— died of the shock produced by the dreadful tidings 
of her loss. The gods resolved to show their sorrow 
by a magnificent funeral, and decided to burn the 
bodies of the deceased with splendid offerings, as 
Odin's had been burned long before. For this pur- 
pose they prepared Baldur's ship, placing upon it his 
horse, while Odin cast upon it the ring Dropner, 
which produced every month eight gold rings as hand- 
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some as itself. Many and various beings took part 
in the sad procession. First, went Odin with a raven 
on each shoulder, and Frigga by his side. Freya was 
drawn in a chariot by a boar. Heimdall rode his 
famous horse, Giildtopp. Freeja drove her cats ; and 
altogether it was a singular spectacle. 

" All was ready, and the gods and warriors strove 
to push the great vessel from the shore before setting 
it on fire ; but it was fairly fixed, and their efforts 
could not start it a hair's breadth. Therefore they 
sent a messenger to giant-land to beg the help of the 
giantess Hyrrocken. She felt complimented by the 
request, and dashed along the way seated upon a 
wolf, whom she guided by reins of vipers, which 
twisted and wriggled in her hands. She speedily 
pushed off the ship, which was immediately fired ; and 
the wind, filling the spreading sails, drove it out to 
sea without the aid of paddle or oarsman. In a few 
minutes the flames caught along the sides, darted 
from the prow, ran down the stern, and rushed with 
triumphant roar up the tall and stately masts. They 
swayed to and fro, they leaped skyward, they formed 
a vast blazing pyramid which sent a red glare far over 
the waters, and then died away, leaving only a few 
blackened timbers as playthings for the tossing bil- 
lows. 

" Meantime, Hermod the Swift, one of the Asen, 
journeyed to the under world to find Baldur, and if 
possible to persuade Hela, who reigned there, to ac- 
cept a ransom for him, and permit him to return to 
Asgard, Mounted on his father's horse, he pursued 
14 
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his course through darkness which no eye could 
pierce ; but, although he went as fast as the hurricane 
in its first fierceness, it took him many wearisome 
days and nights to reach the palace of the gloomy 
goddess. There he found his brother sitting in the 
highest seat with his gentle Nanna, and the reunion 
gladdened their hearts. 

" As Hermod was very tired with his long ride, he 
remained one night with Hela; but early the next 
morning he informed her of his errand, and besought 
her to restore Baldur to his dear parents and brothers. 

" Hela considered the matter for a moment, and 
replied, 'I am curious to know whether Baldur is 
really as much beloved as he is said to be, and there- 
fore I will release him provided that everybody and 
everything will weep for him. But, remember,' she 
added, ' if but a single thing refuses, he must remain 
with me.' 

" As this was the only answer Hermod could obtain, 
he bade Hela good-by and went out of the palace. 
Baldur and Nanna accompanied him as far as the 
gate, and took leave of him sadly, after giving him 
keepsakes for Odin and Frigga. 

u When Hermod had returned to Asgard and given 
a full account of his mission, the Asen sent messen- 
gers through the universe to ask all things to assist 
in weeping Baldur out of the power of Hela. Tears 
followed their steps. Neither among gods nor men, 
among beasts, birds, or fishes, was there a dry eye. 
The trees dripped, the grass was covered with fine 
dew, sparkling drops trickled down the gray stones, 
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and the hot sands of the desert glittered with moist- 
ure. 

"The messengers were returning in high spirits, 
sure that they should soon see their beloved Baldur 
in his old place, when they came upon a cave in which 
sat a giantess, who said her name was ' Thock.' They 
explained their errand, but she answered, coldly, 
* Thock, she weepeth with dry tears for Baldur's fate. 
Neither in life nor yet in death gave he me gladness ; 
let Hela keep her prey.' " 

" Why, she was a$ bad as Loki," said Maggie. 

"It was Loki," answered uncle, "and, having 
caused the death of the god, he was determined to 
prevent him from obtaining again his early power and 
splendor." 

"Did Odin punish him?" asked Thornie. 

"He did punish him fearfully. Loki was bound 
upon three rocks in a great cavern. A snake was 
hung above him which dropped poison continually. 
His wife, Sigyn, sat constantly beside him, holding a 
dish into which the venom fell, and when this was 
full she went out to empty it. Then it touched Loki's 
face, and racked him with such horrid pain, that in 
trying to escape he shook the earth, and men said 
there was an earthquake." 

" Did the Norsemen fable that Loki should remain 
thus forever?" I asked. 

" No, only till the destruction of the old heavens 
and earth, from which a new and better universe 
should at length arise." 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE DANCE AT THE COTTAGE — HARALD HAARFAGER'S COURTSHIP, 
AND WHAT HAPPENED IN CONSEQUENCE — LITTLE PRINCE OLAF — 
OLAF SEIZED BY PIRATES AND SOLD INTO SLAVERY — OLAF 
KINO OF NORWAY. 




t ISS CRASHUM is at Fonthill, and after din- 
ner to-day we asked for another story about 
her grandmother. 
" Yes," said she, yielding at last to our entreaties, 
— " yes, I think I will tell you about 

"the dance at the cottage. 

" One afternoon there was a great sewing-party at 
Mrs. Milton's, because she had lost her husband, and 
was almost as poor as a church-mouse." 

"Is a church-mouse very poor, Miss Crashum?" 
asked Bessie, who was sitting on a cricket at her 
knee. 

"Very poor indeed," answered Miss Crashum, 
" because he gets very little to eat. 

" The Brookdale ladies invited themselves to visit 
Mrs. Milton, and, in order that she might not feel 
hurt, they proposed to help her with her fall sewing. 
* You must let us bring our supper with us, Mrs. Mil- 

212 
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ton,' said Mrs. Purdon, the lady who arranged the 
affair, ' for we cannot think of giving you the trouble 
to prepare for so many. It is just the weather for a 
picnic, and your pretty cottage is just the place for 
one.' 

" Mrs. Milton said she should be glad to see her 
neighbors, but she did not think she should have 
work for so many. 

" 'That is of no consequence,' answered Mrs. Pur- 
don. 4 We want an excuse for a little pleasure, and 
those who do not sew can entertain those who do.' 

" When the afternoon for the visit came, there was 
no want of work, for the ladies carried materials for 
a dress and cloak and bonnet for Mrs. Milton ; and 
gray cloth for Sammie and Arthur and Charlie ; and 
delaine and flannel and stout cotton cloth for Polly 
and the baby ; so that the two tailoresses and the two 
dress-makers had their hands full with fitting and 
basting. Some of the young ladies laid the table in 
Mrs. Milton's neat kitchen, and the gentlemen went 
to tea. They carried two barrels of flour, two loads 
of hay, four cords of wood, and a cow. Mrs. Milton 
was too happy for words, but that she was very 
grateful everybody knew. With so many children to 
take care of, she could, not earn much, and she had 
dreaded the winter extremely. All fear was over, 
however. The children could go to school ; and with 
the flour and wood and cow they would be as com- 
fortable as they could desire. 

" Of course grandmother went to the party, and I 
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invited myself to take tea with Susan in the neat, 
cheerful kitchen. f 

44 4 We must have cream-cakes, Susan,' said I. 

" * Yes, cream-cakes, of course, if we're going to 
have a good tea,' echoed Susan. 

" 4 And some peach preserve and cream. Skim 
the cream very thick, if you please, Susan.' 

" 4 Oh, yes, of course, very thick for peach pre- 
serve ! ' 

" 4 And, Susan, I guess we'll have — let me think — 
what will we have? Oh, I think we'll have tarts ! ' 

44 4 Yes, tarts, Miss Carrie, of course, tarts.' 

" * Shall we have cake, Susan?' 

44 4 There isn't a speck,' replied Susan. 4 The Miss 
Simmonses ate the last bit when they called this 
morning, and your grandmother is going to have a 
great bake to-morrow.' 

44 4 1 don't care,' said I. 4 1 was only thinking 
what we would have.' 

44 It was one of the loveliest of October after- 
noons, and I put Susan's little round table in the 
back piazza, and laid it prettily with a bunch of 
dahlias and beautiful quilled asters for a centre 
piece. The piazza was open to the garden, and I 
remember now how charmingly it looked. A thorn- 
bush in the corner was a clear crimson, the long row 
of blackberry-bushes were a brownish, and the rasp- 
berries a purplish red. Flocks of robins, sparrows, 
and goldfinches were gathering the scarlet cranber- 
ries, the dark blue fruit of the green-briars, and the 
last berries on the mountain-ash, while yellow butter- 



Digitized by VjOOQ lC 



THE DANCE AT THE COTTAGE. 215 

flies fluttered round the marble basin, into which 
the fountain fell with a sweet sound like rain-drops. 

"Susan and I did not hurry through our meal. 
We took it leisurely; and Susan, who had carried 
grandmother's contribution to Mrs. Milton's, told me 
who were there and what they gave, as far as she 
knew. But it came to an end at last, and I took my 
sun-bonnet and went out. The sun was just setting, 
and the village looked aflame with the brilliant scar- 
let and gold of the maples which lined the streets. 
As I drew near the little inn, I saw George, the 
negro fiddler, lounging in the doorway, and my feet 
began to keep time to imaginary music. Without 
stopping a minute to consider, I called out, ' O 
George, how I should like to dance ! Will you come 
down to grandmother's and play an hour or two?' 

" ' Wid pleasure, Miss Carrie ; wid de berry great- 
est pleasure. Your grandmother, she berry kind ter 
dis nigger ; ' and George hurried into the Jiouse for his 
old fiddle. 

" I was not long inviting my company, and in half 
an hour we were dancing merrily in the parlor and 
dining-room of the cottage. 

" 4 Oh ! ' groaned Susan, when she saw the boys and 
girls rushing into the house, * O Miss Carrie ! what 
will your grandmother say? Did you forget that we 
haven't a speck of cake, nor so much as a single 
lemon in the closet ? ' 

" ' Never mind the cake, Susan,' said I ; 4 we want 
to dance, not to eat ; but I must confess that my 
pleasure was marred by the recollection of grand- 
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mother's scrupulous courtesy to guests, and the prob- 
ability that she would be shocked at my thoughtless- 
ness, and mortified at the want of a suitable enter- 
tainment. These reflections did not, however, weigh 
upon me long, and notwithstanding Susan's mysteri- 
ous movements, and certain curious noises in the 
kitchen, I forgot that there should b a supper after 
a dance. 

"Not a foot wearied until ten o'clock, when, lo, 
grandmother opened the door into the kitchen, and 
disclosed to our guests a table bright with delicate 
damask and glass and silver, and furnished with 
cake, whipped cream, custards, and sweetmeats, 
together with great pitchers of lemonade ! All the 
children loved grandmother, and they crowded round 
her to thank her for the dainties they did not antici- 
pate. They seated her in state at the head of the 
table in one of the dining-chairs ; and while some of 
the older girls ranged themselves behind her and 
pretended to be her maids of honor, Brim and I 
served her on bended knee. After we had nearly 
cleared the table of good things, we insisted upon 
her dancing with us just once, and then the party 
broke up, — a party as thoroughly happy as I have 
ever seen. 

"The Brim whom I have mentioned, and whgse 
real name was Brimner Grafton Thorndike, was my 
own especial beau. Our affection had commenced in 
babyhood, when we poked our fingers into each 
other's eyes, pulled each other's hair, and admired 
each other's toes, and it had grown with our growth* 
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Brim overheard Susan's lamentation early in the 
evening, and lingered until all the rest of the young 
people had left. When I had bidden the last one 
» good-night, he asked, 4 Carrie, shan't you catch it 
after we are gone ? ' 

" ' Why, no indeed, Brim ; grandmother will feel 
grieved because I was so heedless, and she will wish 
she had been at home earlier, and all that ; but, dear 
me, she won't scold. What put that question into 
your head?' 

44 4 Why, if I had done so, I shouldn't have a min- 
ute's comfort for a week. Mother would scold and 
make father whip me, and the girls wouldn't speak 
to me at all.' 

44 4 O Brim, you cannot mean so ! ' I exclaimed, 
catching his hand. 4 You are not in earnest, Brim.' 

44 4 Yes, I am,' he answered, and I could feel that 
he trembled from head to foot. 4 Carrie,' he con- 
tinued, solemnly, 4 if I am not to be found, one of 
these fine mornings, be sure that I have been driven 
away. I cannot bear it always ; really and truly, I 
cannot, and the only thing I shall be sorry for will 
be parting from you.' 

44 When Brim had gone, I could not help crying. 
He had never told me anything about his home life 
before, and I felt very sorry for him. Presently I 
heard grandmother searching for me, and I wiped my 
eyes and went to her. 

44 4 You heedless gipsy ! ' said grandmother. 4 1 
half think I will box your ears ; ' but the tone was as 
sweet and playful as if she had said 4 1 will kiss you.' 
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" 4 I am ready, grandmother/ I answered, and 
leaned my head toward her. 

"'I would, if it would do any good; but, 
Frisk, what a trial you are 1 ' 

" i Yes, grandmother ; but you would not do with- 
out me for all the money in the world. Please, 
grandmother, where did the supper come from?' 
And then we sat down and talked over the whole 
affair while Susan finished arranging the rooms. 

" There was no confectioner in Brookdale, so that 
none of the nice things could be purchased ; but it so 
happened that Mrs. Quitman had been kept from 
Mrs. Milton's by company, and Susan, in her fright, 
had gone to her for advice. Her guests had just left 
when Susan appeared, and she not only gave her all 
the cake she had, but set her own servants to making 
more, while Susan whipped cream, and made cus- 
tards, and she ^herself laid the table. When grand- 
mother reached home, therefore, all was in readiness, 
and she had nothing to do but welcome her unex- 
pected visitors." 

"Mrs. Quitman was a dear, kind woman," said 
Maggie. 

" She was and is all that," answered Miss Crashum ; 
"but at that time I thought so much about Brim 
that I was less grateful than I ought to have been. 
Afterward I did my best to repay her for that and 
many other kindnesses." 

"Did Brim run away, Miss Crashum?" asked 
Thornie. 

" Yes. A week after the dance, I found on my 
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table a gold locket containing a braid of his hair, and 
a little note, in which he bade me good-by. There 
was a great commotion when he was missed, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Thorndike came straight to me as soon as 
they were sure that he was really gone. I was so 
angry at the way in which they had treated him, that 
I told them word for word the whole conversation 
which we had together on the evening of the dance, 
and showed them the locket and note." 

" Didn't they feel dreadfully when they knew why 
he had run away ? " 

"They appeared to. They both cried, and Mrs. 
Thorndike wanted the note and locket ; but I would 
not give them up. ] 

" ' Carrie,' said grandmother, * I am ashamed of 
you.' 

" But I would not yield. i The note is mine,' said 
I, ' and the locket is mine, and the hair is mine. 
Brim gave them to me, and he meant I should keep 
them. If Mrs. Thorndike had treated Brim as you 
treat me he would be. here now.' 

" 4 Leave the room,* said grandmother ; and I 
obeyed." 

*" Had Brim gone far? " 

" Yes ; and from that day to this not a word has 
been heard from him, as I am told." 

Miss Crashum wished to hear our lesson, and she 

* came into the library with .a little basket of bright 

worsteds, and began some stockings for Snowball. 

She told Bessie, very gravely, that it appeared cruel 
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to let kittens go without stockings in cold weather, 
and she would begin some for her little puss. 

Bessie was pleased, and said she should like some 
stockings very much. 

" At the death of Odin," said uncle, " his sons and 
principal chiefs succeeded to his authority, both civil 
and religious. Norway was divided among the ad- 
venturers, and the first monarch who united any 
considerable portion of the country under one rule 
was Harald Haarfager." 

" Harald Haarfager/' repeated Thornie. " Why, 
uncle, Mr. Graham spoke of him the last time he was 
at Fonthill." 

" So he did. I think he alluded to 

"harald haarfager's courtship, and what 
happened in consequence. 

" While Harald was only a small ruler, he fell in 
love with a princess, named Gyda, who was famous 
for her beauty through all the surrounding country. 
She was as proud and ambitious as she was hand- 
some, and bore herself so haughtily as .to astonish 
and sometimes frighten her friends. When King 
Harald sent an embassy to her to ask for her hand, 
she replied, * Tell your master that I will become his 
wife when he shall have subdued the whole of Nor- 
way; for then, and then only, can he be properly 
called a king.' 

" Upon hearing these words the ambassadors were 
extremely angry ; but they could neither frighten nor 
coax her into apologizing for the message, or even 
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into making it more respectful in tone. On the con- 
trary, she ordered them to repeat it word for word 
as she had given it to them, and hinted that, if they 
failed to do so, she would find means to make them 
repent it. Then they consulted together as to the 
possibility of carrying her off by force, and finding 
that they were much too weak for such an exploit, 
they reluctantly returned to the king. 

"When they had given an account of their mission, 
they begged Harald to send a troop of soldiers to 
punish the girl for her insolence ; but he admired her 
courage and independence, and replied, * The princess 
deserves thanks rather than punishment, for she has 
reminded me of what is due to my name and rank ; 
and I now make a solemn vow never to comb or cut 
my hair until I shall have conquered all Norway.' " 

" Did he conquer it?" 

" Yes ; he became master of the entire kingdom." 

" Did he marry Gyda then ? " 

"He did, with splendid rejoicings, or what were 
then thought to be such. 

"After fighting hard to obtain a great kingdom, 
Harald was so foolish as to divide it between his 
sons, who quarrelled with each other until most of 
them perished in battle. Eric, who had the chief 
authority, was a wicked tyrant, and his wife, Gun- 
hilda, was as cruel and treacherous as himself. After 
his death, his son, Harald Gray-mantle, succeeded to 
the throne." 

"He it was who helped the Icelanders sell their 
skins," said Thornie. 
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" Harald did not rule alone ; for not only did his 
brothers share the royal authority, but certain small 
kings held the government of their respective prov- 
inces. These Gunhilda endeavored to put out of the 
way; not even sparing King Tryggve Olafson, her 
husband's nephew. When he fell, his widow Astrida, 
justly fearing for her own safety, fled with a few 
faithful followers. Her especial protector was Thor- 
alf , whose wife had nursed her in infancy, and who thus 
became her foster-father. He was brave, patient, and 
persevering ; and, assisted by him, her life formed a 
succession of wonderful stories, which I will relate to 
you, beginning with 

"the island home, and what happened there. 

"Among the Norsemen, the relation of foster- 
father was almost as dear and sacred as that of a real 
parent ; so, when King Tryggve was murdered, Thor- 
alf resolved to save Astrida, if it should cost him 
home, fortune, and even life itself." 

" That was grand ! " said Thornie. " The Norse- 
men had some noble traits, if they were a quarrel- 
some set." 

"Neither Thoralf nor Astrida lost their wits in 
the extremity of danger. They gathered together 
warm garments, some provisions, and such gold and 
silver articles as they could easily carry, and left the 
palace silently under cover of the night. The friends 
who were to accompany them joined them at a short 
distance, and then all plunged into the forest. No 
one dared speak lest the savage assassins might be 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE ISLAND HOME. 223 

on the watch ; and whenever a twig cracked, or an 
upturned stone rolled away from the path, Thoralf 
laid his hand on* his sword, and the poor queen's 
heart beat with terror. r 

"The short summer night soon drew to a close, 
and just as the early sun threw a mer^y good-mor- 
row from the rosy sky, the fugitives came out upon a 
lovely valley. Green pastures and grain-fields 
skirted a river, with farm-houses from whose chim- 
ney less roofs the smoke was softly curling. Beyond 
these on every hand mountains rose abruptly, their 
sides clothed with majestic trees. Upon them was 
another range of houses and cultivated lands ; then 
came forests again, with fleecy clouds resting against 
the stately firs; then a third range of farms and 
forests, and above all, far up and away, were the ice- 
clad peaks, which glittered like distant stars. The 
party paused for a moment to view this peaceful love- 
liness, when the deep tones of a herdsman's trumpet 
resounded from cliff to cliff, and was answered from 
below with the same cheerful notes. 

" ' We are betrayed,' whispered Thoralf; and, turn- 
ing quickly, he motioned his companions to follow 
him without noise. A few minutes of rapid walking 
took them to a frightful pass, which at first sight 
appeared utterly to stop their further progress ; but 
Thoralf sprang lightly to a shelf on the side of the 
precipice, and drew Astrida after him, while the rest 
touched the rock almost at the same instant. Far 
below, a torrent dashed and roared, and seemed to 
shake the very crags; while at intervals cataracts 
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rushed down to meet it, compelling the unfortunate 
travellers to cross and recross the yawning chasm 
upon a couple of fir-trunks thrown from cliff to cliff. 
A slight giddiness of head, the least misstep, the 
crumbling of a projecting rock, the. slipping of a foot 
on the wet aad mossy trunks, was certain death ; and 
Astrida could not have performed the frightful jour- 
ney had she not felt assured that the gaping jaws of 
the mountain were less savage than the murderers 
she had left behind. 

"At last the party reached a cavern where they 
could rest in safety, and the next night they found 
the hiding-place of which they were in search, — an 
island in the middle of a forest lake. Its border was 
thickly set with alders, rushes, and other water- 
plants, where lived wild ducks, widgeons, and teal ; 
and it was shaded by firs and oaks, which threw their 
sheltering arms quite beyond the shore. Now and 
then the titmouse flew thither with his i sizida, 
sizida,' the lapwing showed his brilliant crest and 
rainbow colors, the little bunting stopped for a greet- 
ing, the woodpecker examined the tree-trunks with 
an eager eye, and in the clear water, which lay like a 
mirror within a circle of wooded hills, the trout and 
grayling sported. 

" In this lovely but lonely spot Thoralf and his 
companions built a cabin of boughs for Astrida, and 
served her in all honor and gentleness. They caught 
fish and water-fowl, which they cooked in an oven of 
earth, so that no fire should be visible ; and occasion- 
ally they swam to the mainland, and obtained from 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE ISLAND HOME. 225 

secret friends both bread and fruit for their humble 
table. These faithful adherents, also, sent two maids 
to the island, with Thoralf's son Thorgils, a lively 
boy six years old, who, with his bright eyes, and 
sweet voice, and pleasing ways, made continual sun- 
shine. By and by, too, a baby was born in the leafy 
hut, a lovely child with all the Norse points of 
beauty." 

" He was Astrida's son, I suppose," said Thornie. 

" Yes ; and Thoralf poured water over him and 
named him Olaf Tryggveson, or Olaf the son of 
Tryggve, for that was the way that surnames were 
formed among the Norsemen." 

" Was Astrida a Christian, that she had her baby 
thus christened ? " 

" No ; but this ceremony was often observed among 
the followers of Odin. 

" Astrida would have been content to live upon 
her island until her boy had grown to be a youth ; 
but in that cold climate the winter winds come before 
their season, and often chill one to the heart early in 
September. So, when the lake began to freeze and 
the snow to whiten the dark foliage of the fir-trees, 
she bade good-by to it, with many pleasant thoughts 
of the happiness which she had enjoyed there, and 
with dreary forebodings of future suffering and 
danger." 

" Did they come true, uncle?" 

" Yes. I shall now tell you 
15 
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" HOW ASTRIDA AND HER CHILD WERE SOLD AS 
SLAVES." 

"Sold as slaves! Did Gunhilda sell them?" 
asked Maggie. 

44 She did not sell them directly, but it was through 
her persecutions that this misfortune befell them. 

44 After leaving the island the fugitives travelled 
by night only, and concealed themselves during the 
day in the woods along their route. Weary and sor- - 
rowful, they at last reached the residence of Eric, 
Astrida's father. He received them gladly, but pre- 
tended that they were strangers whom he aided be- 
cause they were in need of his bounty. In a few 
days Astrida dismissed nearly all her attendants, 
keeping only Thoralf and Thorgils and her two 
maids. In vain Harald Gray-mantle and his brother 
sought her on every side. She remained till spring 
carefully guarded and sheltered, and her boy grew in 
strength and beauty. The little fellow was the de- 
light of his grandfather, who discovered in him an 
endless number of charming traits. He rejoiced over 
every shining tooth which pushed itself into view, 
and was never weary of watching him at his play, or 
of teaching him to speak short words, and then to 
form them into easy sentences. He made dogs and 
horses for him out of pine wood, rode him on his foot, 
tossed him in the air, and frolicked with him much 
as active grandfathers frolic nowadays with their 
grandchildren. 

44 With the opening of spring, this happy life came 
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to an end. Gunhilda's spies tracked Astrida to her 
father's house, and she sent a body of armed men 
thither to seize the baby prince. Eric would have 
been totally unable to withstand this force ; but a 
friend saw the troop before it reached the estate, and, 
suspecting danger, took a short path across the coun- 
try, and reached him in season to give the alarm. 
Eric lost not a moment, but roused Astrida from 
sleep, gave her provisions and guides, and sent her to 
Sweden to his tried comrade, Hakon the Old. 

44 As you may suppose, Astrida and her party made 
all possible speed, and when the next night closed upon 
them they were fairly tired out with their journey. 
All needed rest, and the queen and her infant espe- 
cially desired a good bed under a tight roof. There- 
fore, when they saw a large and showy mansion, they 
begged a night's lodging of the owner, Biorn by 
name. Biorn was wealthy but inhospitable, and see- 
ing only what he supposed to be a poor family 
coarsely dressed, he drove them away from his door. 

44 Close beside this surly fellow dwelt another bon- 
der named Thorstein. He was as generous as his 
neighbor was mean, and received the strangers with 
true courtesy, giving them the best food his house 
afforded, and lodging them as well as himself. 

44 Meantime, Gunhilda's men searched the estate 
of Eric once and again, and then, having tracked the 
fugitives, reached Biorn's house late at night. In an- 
swer to their inquiries, the bonder said that some 
strangers asked him for lodging, and that he refused 
it. ' They must be at one of the neighbor's,' he added ; 
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4 for they appeared too tired to go much further with- 
out rest.' 

" Thus, unknown to them, Astrida and her little 
Olaf were in the greatest danger ; but again a friend 
was at hand to lend prompt and cheerful aid. It so 
happened that one of Thorstein's men, when return- 
ing from the field, called at Biorn's house and found 
there Gnnhilda's soldiers, and also learned their 
errand. This he mentioned to his master when he 
reached home merely as a piece of curious information, 
without supposing that it concerned him in any man- 
ner. Thorstein was more quick-witted, and he imme- 
diately suspected that the poorly clad travellers were 
the persecuted queen and her party. He dared not 
assist them openly, so he woke them rudely, and 
ordered them in a harsh tone to go about their busi- 
ness. This was very hard for them, and Astrida 
could hardly soothe the angry Thoralf, who called 
their host all the bad names he could think of, and 
sincerely hoped he might one day receive as brutal 
treatment as he then bestowed upon himself. Indeed, 
he would have given battle to the whole household, 
single-handed, if his mistress had permitted him. 

" But Thoralf judged too hastily. Hardly was he 
out of sight of the house when Thorstein joined him 
with a great bag of provisions, and a guide on whose 
faithfulness he could depend, and begged his guests 
to forgive his seeming churlishness, since their pur- 
suers were close at hand. He advised them to follow 
all the directions of the guide, over whose shoulder 
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he threw the sack of food, and then bade them a kind 
good-by. 

" The fugitives, who were much refreshed by their 
supper and nap, although their rest had been thus 
broken, pushed rapidly forward across the open fields, 
and through the corner of a thick forest to a lake, in 
which was an island entirely overgrown with reeds. 
Carefully making their way, one by one, through the 
brushwood and rushes along the shore that they 
might leave no trace of their footsteps, they waded 
out to the island, and lay down close together in its 
centre. 

Early in the morning, the messengers, who had 
spent the night with Biorn, reached Thorstein's house, 
and inquired if Astrida had been there. Thorstein 
replied that he had lodged some strangers ; but that 
they had set off at daybreak for the forest. He 
added that he would willingly assist in the search, 
since he knew all the hiding-places it contained. 
This was just what the messengers desired, and they 
followed him all day, up and down, east and west, 
without once suspecting that he was leading them 
purposely in directions opposite to that which As- 
trida had taken. Of course they lost their time and 
temper, and, tired and disappointed, they returned to 
Gunhilda ; while the persecuted queen made her way 
safely to Sweden, and was welcomed as a dear daugh- 
ter by the warm-hearted Hakon. 

" Astrida had dwelt with him two years when Gun- 
hilda's spies discovered her retreat. ' At last,' ex- 
claimed the wicked woman, ' at last I shall be able to 
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destroy both mother and child, and secure their pos- 
sessions to my sons ! ' 

" So she sent an embassy to Eric, King of Sweden, 
charged with handsome gifts and friendly messages. 
These the ambassadors were ordered to present first ; 
afterwards they were instructed to request permission 
to force the little Olaf from Hakon's keeping, and 
also to ask for a body of soldiers to assist them in 
doing it. The king granted all that was desired; 
and the ambassadors proceeded gayly, believing them- 
selves certain of their prey. At first they were very 
polite, and merely explained their business to Hakon, 
as if he could not think of refusing them ; and Hakon 
was in turn equally polite, but said that as his guests 
had been placed in his care by a dear friend, he was 
bound in courtesy to keep them as long as they might 
wish to stay. If, however, Astrida should choose to 
give up the boy, or to go with them herself, he should 
offer no objections. The lady was not so silly as 
that, and returned a decided 4 No ' to the proposal 
of the Norwegians. They then attempted to seize 
the boy, and would doubtless have carried him off, 
but that Hakon's slaves, who loved him dearly, found 
out what was going on, and attacked the ambassa- 
dors so stoutly that they barely escaped with their 
lives." 

" That was capital," said Thornie ; " but I suppose 
that the queen was afraid to stay with Hakon after 
that." 

" Yes ; she found that she was no longer safe, and 
she also feared that she might -bring her generous 
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host into danger. She therefore resolved to go to 
Russia, where her brother Sigurd was high in the 
favor of King Valdemar. Hakon gave her suitable 
attendants, both men and women, and placed her 
with her party in the care of some merchants who 
were going thither with a rich cargo of goods. As- 
trida shed tears when she took leave of her aged 
friend, and Olaf clung to his neck, and hid his face 
in his long white beard. Poor people, they little 
thought what a sad fate was in store for them I A # 
they sailed out into the Baltic they were attacked by 
Esthonian pirates, who seized the vessel and divided 
the people and goods by lot." 

" Oh, how dreadful ! " exclaimed Maggie. 

" Where is Esthonia?" asked Thornie. 

"It is a province of Russia, lying upon the south- 
ern side of the Gulf of Finland. 

" Astrida was separated from her darling child, who 
with Thoralf and Thorgils fell to the share of a pirate 
named Klerkon. The man was so savage that he was 
frightful to behold, and his conduct showed that his 
nature was as savage as his looks. Thinking that 
the good and faithful Thoralf was too old to be of 
much profit to him as a slave, he killed him by a blow 
of his battle-axe, but he took the boys home with 
him. Fortunately for them, his neighbor Klserk had 
a handsome sheep, which he had long desired, but 
which he could not easily steal, because the herdsmen 
were numerous and watchful. On his return from 
this cruise, the animal appeared to him finer than 
ever, and he obtained it in exchange for his little 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



232 SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

captives. Klserk kept them a few days ; bat his hut 
was small and crowded, and he found Olaf, young as 
he was, inconveniently proud and rebellious. So he 
proposed to Beas, an acquaintance, to buy him. 
4 The child has good blood in his veins,' said he, 
4 and has been well served, that is plain to be seen. 
He flies into a passion continually, and the lash only 
makes him the more ungovernable. I can do nothing 
with him ; but you, who have but one of your own, 
tjan manage him better.' 

" ' Very well,' returned Reas ; 4 my wife Rekon is 
fond of children, and my little Rekoni wants a mate ; 
so we will see what kind of bargain we can make.' 

" ' I shall put him against your sheep-skin coat,' 
said Klserk. 

" 4 Done,' replied Reas ; and he handed his coat to 
the seller, and walked off, holding Olaf by the hand. 

" The good Rekon was pleased with the boy. She 
folded him in her arms and kissed him, while Rekoni 
nearly pulled him to pieces in his glee. The little 
stranger had a warm place by the fire in winter, and 
as much black bread and reindeer milk as he wanted. 
He lived as pleasantly as a slave can among a savage 
people for six years, and then a great event befell, — 
nothing less, indeed, than 

"the finding op olaf by his uncle SIGURD." 

"That is charming. I shall enjoy hearing about 
that," said Maggie. 

" King Valdemar sent Sigurd into Esthonia to col- 
lect his taxes, and allowed him to go in state with a 
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large retinue. Sigurd did most of the business in 
the market-places, because he could assemble the 
people there more conveniently than elsewhere. 

"One day he saw a remarkably handsome boy, 
who watched with the greatest interest all that was 
going on, and appeared particularly pleased with the 
fine dresses and haughty manner of his train. There 
was something in the child's face that carried his 
thoughts to Norway, and at length fixed them on his 
parents, brothers, and sisters, and the happy period 
of his care-free youth. He beckoned the child to 
him, and marked with pleasure his grace and dignity 
of bearing, and- the modest fearlessness with which 
he obeyed his motions. Nevertheless, his surprise 
was unbounded when he discovered that he was his 
own nephew, who, from the rank of a prince, had 
become the slave of a peasant. He listened eagerly 
to the story which he told of his dear mother, of 
Thoralf, and his son, and all that had befallen him ; 
but he did not make known to him their relationship 
at that time, lest his master mighf learn it also, and 
ask a great sum for his ransom. He said, merely, 
that the child had pleased his fancy, and that he 
wished to purchase him and Thorgils, the playmate 
to whom he was so much attached. The owners of 
the boys, wishing to accommodate the great man, and 
hoping for a favor in return, readily parted with 
them, and the next day they were finely clad and on 
their way to the Russian court." 

" Hurrah ! hurrah ! " shouted Thornie. 

" Olaf lived nine years in Russia, in great prosper- 
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ity, for the king made him chief of his men-at-arms, 
and out of the pay which he received for this service 
he maintained a troop of his own, to whom he was 
very generous, and with whom he was extremely pop- 
ular. He might, perhaps, have remained all his life 
in that country, but that he found himself envied and 
hated by many of the natives because that he, al- 
though a foreigner, had been raised to offices of trust 
and power ; whereupon he pretended that he wished 
to travel, and set sail on a viking or robber cruise, 
intending to fight and plunder as opportunity might 
offer." 

" Did many opportunities offer ? " • 

" Yes, a great many ; and partly by means of his 
sword, and in part through some fortunate marriages, 
he became very rich. At last he obtained the crown 
of Norway." 

" That was fine. What became of Astrida, uncle ? " 

" There was a wealthy man at Viken, named Lo- 
din, who went abroad every year, sometimes on mer- 
chant voyages and sometimes on robber cruises. 
One summer he went to Esthonia in a ship of his 
own, laden with rich merchandise. He had so ar- 
ranged his voyage as to be present at the great 
annual fair for the province. At that time not only 
were vast quantities of native productions offered for 
sale, but many slaves, also, principally captives taken 
in war, or seized by pirates in their cruel forays. 
As Lodin went hither and thither examining goods, 
and receiving them in exchange for his own wares, 
he saw a female, whose sad face and melancholy air 
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excited his pity. At a second glance he discovered 
in the pale, half-starved, half-clad woman the once 
handsome and gay Astrida, King Tryggve's queen. 
His heart leaped for joy, for he had admired her in 
the days of her prosperity, and he instantly resolved 
to ransom her and make her his wife. When he first 
spoke to her she did not look up, but replied, in as 
few words as possible, that her fate was indeed hard, 
and that she had ceased to hope for any change. 

" ' We should hope as long as life remains,' an- 
swered Lodin; 'and you, I think, have still many 
happy years before you/ 

" As he spoke, his voice fell on the ear of the poor 
woman like an echo from her lost home. She glanced 
at his face and burst into joyful tears. 'O my 
countryman ! ' she exclaimed, ' pity and save me ! 
Purchase my freedom, and I promise sacredly that 
my family shall repay you tenfold/ 

" i That I do not wish/ said Lodin, i and there is 
but one condition upon which I will consent to ran- 
som you/ 

" 4 Name it,' replied Astrida ; i only name it/ 

" ' It is that when we return to Norway you will 
marry me, if 3'our relatives consent/ 

" ' Truly, my friend, I can desire nothing better,* 
answered Astrida. * Were I a young girl in my 
father's house you would be my equal, and now that 
my youth, beauty, and fortune are all gone, I can 
hardly believe that you are willing to offer me your 
hand/ 

" The captive was soon persuaded of the truth of 
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Lodin's intentions, for in a few hours she was on 
board his ship, and was served and honored as if she 
were still the queen she had once been." 

" Did they marry at last? " 

" Yes ; they had a grand wedding, at which a vast 
quantity of ale was drunk, and the merriment was 
noisy in proportion." 

" Did Astrida live to see her son King of Nor- 
way?" 

" She did ; and doubtless this pleasure more than 
repaid her for her early sufferings." 

"What kind of person was Olaf when he was 
grown up ? " 

"He was social and gay, wonderfully strong and 
active, showy in his dress, and extremely brave. 
He professed Christianity, and persecuted his pagan 
subjects with fire and sword until he compelled most 
of them to pretend to a change of faith, also. He 
founded Trondheim, which I have described in a for- 
mer lesson." 
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OLAF AND THE GOAT — THE BABY HERO— THE LITTLE PRINCES AT 
THEIR SPORTS — THE BOY WARRIOR. 



UR lesson to-day was about 

OLAF HARALDSON. 

"Olaf Haraldson," said uncle, "succeeded Olaf 
Tryggveson. He was the son of Harald Gray-mantle, 
but he was brought up in the house of Sigurd Syr, an 
upland chief who married his mother Aasta. Sigurd 
was very rich ; but he was a prudent and diligent 
man, and looked carefully to his great estate, keeping 
his servants closely at th$ir work, and preventing 
waste and unnecessary expense. This was often a 
trouble to Aasta, who was more liberal, aud who 
would have liked more state and ceremony in her 
house-keeping. They differed in opinion, also, re- 
specting Olaf; for Sigurd thought him none too good 
to perform an occasional service at home, while Aasta 
desired that he should be waited upon like a prince. 
This brings me to the story of 

" OLAF AND THE GOAT. 

" One day Sigurd wished to ride, and, as the ser- 

237 
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vants were all busy in various ways, he told Olaf to 
saddle his horse. The boy set off promptly in the 
direction of the out-buildings as if to obey ; but instead 
of going to the stables, he went to the goat-pen, 
selected the largest goat he could find, and put on 
him his step-father's saddle. This done, he returned 
to the house and told Sigurd that all was ready ; upon 
which the latter bade his wife good-morning, and pre- 
pared to mount. When he saw the old goat with the 
heavy saddle reaching to his heels, he paused a 
moment as if in thought ; but without laughing at the. 
comical spectacle, or showing the slightest displeasure 
at this instance of disobedience and disrespect, he 
said, ' My son, it is easy to see that you will never 
pay much heed to my orders, and your mother will 
uphold you in this. You are haughty, and I am not ; 
therefore we do not get on well together.' 

" Olaf s eyes sparkled with fun, and he turned 
gayly away, leaving his relative to digest the insult 
as he best might." 

" Those old Norsefolk could be droll sometimes," 
said Thornie ; " but I can't really think of them ex- 
cept as fighting and plundering, or feasting at great 
banquets, or as assembled at their Things." 

u Olaf soon outgrew his childish sports. When he 
was but twelve years old, his mother made him 

" A LITTLE VIKING, OR ROYAL CHIEF. 

u She gave him a ship of war, and sent him to seek 
his fortune. His men gave him the title of king, in 
accordance with the custom of the times, by which a 
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person of royal descent was called thus by courtesy 
when he first went on a warlike cruise, even if he did 
not own so much as a foot of land. The young prince 
spread terror along the shores of Sweden, Denmark, 
England, and France; and then, tired of burning, 
plundering, and making captives, he resolved to win 
the crown of Norway." 

" Did he go back to Sigurd Syr's ? " 

4 'He did. Early one morning, a servant rushed 
into the apartment in which Aasta was sitting with 
some friends, and told her that he had just seen her 
son at the head of at least a hundred well-dressed 
and finely armed men, with banners displayed, moving 
toward the house. Thereupon she started up and 
joyfully gave out her orders. She despatched four 
of her fleetest runners to invite «all the great people 
of the neighborhood to a welcoming feast, and two, 
also, to purchase such articles as her pantry and cel- 
lars did not afford. Two men strewed the floor of the 
living-room with fresh straw, two brought out tables 
and drinking-jugs, and two followed with two great 
birchen bowls, hooped with silver, which they filled 
with stout ale. Four maids hung the walls with alter- 
nate strips of leather and velvet embroidered with 
gold and silver thread ; while all who could be spared 
were ranged outside the house in the most showy 
manner. Aasta dressed herself magnificently, and 
required all her guests to put on their holiday raiment, 
even lending garments to such of them as had nothing 
sufficiently elegant to suit her. Busy as she was, she 
did not forget her husband ; but hastily packing his 
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best suit, she sent it to him in the rye-field, where he 
was superintending the harvest. 

" Sigurd made a wry face when he received his 
wife's message ; but, after taking a survey of himself, 
he decided that he did really look too homespun for 
such a grand reception ; as, indeed, he did." 

" I should think so rich a man would have been 
always well dressed." 

" Sigurd was far too economical to wear his better 
garments while superintending his laborers ; and his- 
tory tells us that on this particular day he had con- 
tented himself with a blue loose gown reaching a 
little below the knee, blue stockings, shoes of un- 
tanned leather laced about the ankles, a gray cloak, a 
gray, wide-brimmed hat, with a veil over it to keep 
off the mosquitoes, and a cane for his hand." 

" What did he put on instead ? " 

" Boots of nicely-dressed leather adorned with gold 
spurs, a scarlet cloak, a gilded helmet, and a hand- 
some sword." 

" Why," said Maggie, " there was just such a rush 
and scramble as Miss Simpson told us there always 
was at Mrs. Markten's when company was expected. 
She said, too, that it was ill-bred to make so much 
show for guests as to throw the whole household into 
confusion. I think she must have been right, for 
mother and Aunt Mary never alter their arrangements 
for guests unless they give a grand dinner or evening 
party." 

"Miss Simpson was right," answered uncle. 
" Good breeding requires neatness and order at all 
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times. It demands, also, an easy, untroubled manner 
toward one's guests ; but it is impossible to maintain 
this serenity if the entertainment offered differs de- 
cidedly from the ordinary course of home life. Mere 
show, made merely to exhibit one's wealth or accom- 
plishments, is vulgar in the extreme ; and I hope none 
of my nephews or nieces will ever be guilty of it; 
Aasta, however, may be excused if she did make a 
good deal of parade upon the occasion I am describ- 
ing, for this was a public reception of a famous war- 
rior, and was designed to do him the utmost possible 
honor. 

" While Sigurd was dressing, his laborers collected 
thirty of his neighbors, and he mounted his horse and 
headed the procession." 

" I wonder if he thought of the goat which Olaf 
saddled for him before he went away?" said Thornie. 

" I dare say he did," replied uncle ; u and as the boy 
had become rich and distinguished, probably they 
laughed over it together in a friendly way. 

" There was a crowd about the place to witness the 
meeting. Sigurd saluted his step-son with dignity 
from his horse, and invited him and his men to stop 
and drink a welcoming cup ; but Aasta kissed him, 
told him that her land, her people, and herself were 
at his service, and then led him into the house, and 
placed him in the seat of honor. Sigurd remained 
without long enough to give orders for the suitable 
entertainment of his step-son's retinue, and then he 
followed. The guests poured in, the tables were 
loaded with meats, and the feast began." 
16 
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14 Where was the seat of honor, uncle, and how was 
it made?" 

" In Sigurd's time the fire was in the middle of the 
room, and the smoke escaped by a hole in the roof. 
A long bench stood on opposite sides of the fire, and 
the middle of one of them was occupied by the house- 
father, or the guest of highest rank. The space upon 
either hand was considered next in honor, while the 
other bench was appropriated to persons of lesser con- 
sideration. The ale was handed across the fire, — a 
custom which is supposed to have had a religious 
meaning with the worshippers of Odin. 

44 After the banquet was over, Aasta drew her son 
aside, and sat down with him for one of those quiet 
home talks which mothers love. After speaking of 
himself, and learning his adventures while absent, and 
his plans for the future, she brought forward his little 
half-brothers. Olaf took Guttorm, the eldest, on one 
knee, and Halfdan, the next in age, on the other, and 
amused himself by scowling angrily at them. They 
were both frightened, and struggled to get away, when 
Aasta handed him Harald, the youngest, who was 
but three years old. Olaf tried the same game with 
him, but he felt no fear either of the deep wrinkles 
into which he worked his forehead, or the fire which 
he threw into his eyes, or his gaping mouth with its 
shining rows of teeth. He laughed and shouted, and 
appeared as pleased as children now are when they * 
pinch their rubber dolls. Then Olaf .pulled the boy's 
hair, but, instead of crying, he twisted his chubby fin- 
gers into his brother's beard and gave it a rousing 
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tug. Olaf enjoyed this, and thought him a manly 
little fellow ; hut prophesied that he would be re- 
vengeful when he should have grown up." 

" There was a great difference between the boys/' 
said Thornie. 

" Yes," answered uncle ; " and this was made still 
more apparent by 

" THE LITTLE PRINCES AT THEIR SPORTS. 

" The day after the banquet, Aasta and her son 
were walking about the estate, when they entered the 
children's playground. Guttorm and Halfdan were 
building houses and barns with sticks and twigs, and 
were fancying them full of cattle and sheep ; but 
Harald was sailing chips in a pool. Olaf paused a 
moment and watched the small craft floating gently 
along, laden with pebbles and spires of grass, and 
looking down on the fresh, eager face, which made the 
brightest of pictures in the smooth water, he asked, 
pleasantly, 4 What have you there ? ' 

" * Ships of war,' answered Harald, promptly ; and 
darted off to rescue from shipwreck one of these 
precious vessels. 

" Pleased with this reply, Olaf thought he would 
learn more of the temper of his little relatives. 
4 What would you like best to have ? ' he asked of 
Guttorm. 

" * Grain land/ 

" ' How much grain land would you like ? ' 

" i 1 would like the whole promontory that stretches 
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into the lake. There are ten farms on it, and I 
would have them sown every summer.' 

"'It would yield immense crops/ returned Olaf; 
and turning to Halfdan, he inquired what his choice 
would be. 

" ' Cows,' replied the child. 

" ' How many of them would you choose to own ? ' 

" ' As many as would make a close row round the 
lake when they go down for water.' 

" ' You inherit your father's taste,' said Olaf. 
4 Now let me hear what the least one wishes.' 

" ' House servants,' answered Harald. 

" ' How many house servants?' 

" ' Oh, so many — so many as would eat up Half- 
dan's cows at a single meal.' 

" ' Mother,' said Olaf, ' you are bringing up a 
king."' 

" I suppose that Olaf thought he saw in him both 
the ambition and the soldierly spirit which would 
raise him to a throne," said I. " Did Olaf succeed 
in his enterprise ? " 

" He succeeded entirely. Sigurd joined him with 
many chiefs, and at a great Thing he was proclaimed 
king by the whole assembly." 

" Did he obtain the crown without fighting?" 

" No ; for, although there was no one able to grasp 
it, the earls Eric and Sweyn, who possessed great 
power in the country, were not willing to be second 
to anybody, and they prepared for war. 

" Olaf had, beside his spearmen and axemen, a hun- 
dred warriors in armor of linked mail, with helmets, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



NORWEGIAN WAR-SONG. 245 

on the front of which the cross was painted. Their 
shields, which were white, also bore a cross, either 
gilded or painted blue or red. The royal banner was 
white with the figure of a serpent in the centre. 
Olaf professed Christianity, although his life does not 
appear to have been at all influenced by the gospel 
precepts, and he ordered a mass to be read before he 
went on board the ship. Then the war-horns sounded 
to the battle, which Sigvat, an ancient scald, thus 
describes : — 

" ' Our lads, broad-shouldered, tall, and hale, 
Wore glittering shirts of linked mail. 
Soon sword on sword was shrilly ringing, 
And in the air the spears were singing. 
Under our helms we hid our hair, 
For thick flew arrows through the air. 
Bight glad was I our gallant orew, 
Steel-clad from head to foot, to view. 

u 'On with the king! his banner's waving; 
On with the king! the spears he's braving; 
On, steel-clad men, and storm the deck 
Slippery with blood and strewed with wreck! 
A different work ye have to share, 
His banner in war-storm to bear, 
From the fair girl's who round the haU 
Brings the full mead-bowl to us all. 

M 4 Into Sweyn's ship our brave lads spring, — 
On shield and helm their red blades ring; 
The air resounds with stroke on stroke; 
The shields are cleft, the helms are broke. 
The wounded bonder o'er the side 
Falls shrieking in the blood-stained tide; 
The deck is cleared with wild uproar, 
The dead orew float about the shore. 
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" 'The shields we brought from home were white J 
Now they are red-stained in the fight: 
This work was fit for those who wore 
Ringed coats of mail their breasts before. 
Where the foe blunted the best sword 
I saw our young king olimb on board. 
He stormed the first; we followed him, — 
The war-birds now in blood may swim/ n 

"What are war-birds, uncle ?" 

" Birds of prey, which devour the dead bodies of 
men and animals." 

" I suppose Olaf was victorious," said Thornie. 

" Yes ; Earl Sweyn escaped with the remnant of 
his followers, but died soon afterward in Sweden." 

" Did Olaf keep the kingdom, uncle?" 

" He did not, because he made so many enemies, 
first by his cruel persecution of the worshippers of 
Odin, and secondly by attempting to put down pirate 
cruisers. He became so unpopular that when Canute 
the Great landed at Trondhiem, with the design of 
conquering the country, most of the people submitted 
to the foreigner at once. Olaf fled to Russia, with 
his infant son, Magnus, where he remained two years, 
and then returned and tried to recover his crown." 

" Was he able to raise an army?" asked Thornie. 

"Yes; a very good one. Among those who 
joined him was 

"habald sigurdson, 

the one who sailed chips, and wanted enough 
housemen to eat up his brother's cows. He was 
only fifteen years old, but he was almost full grown, 
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ambitious and fearless, and delighted with the oppor- 
tunity for distinguishing himself. Olaf, who knew 
better than he did both the horrors and chances of 
war, tried to persuade him to return home ; but to 

this he would not consent, 

" ' I am strong enough to handle a sword,' said he, 
1 and if you doubt it, X will tie the sword-hilt to my 
wrist so that I can neither lose it nor throw it away. 
Listen a moment, brother, and I will make you some 
lines ; for I mean to be a scald as well as a warrior, 
They shall be about 

** * THE COMING FIGHT, 

" ( Our army's wing wh on> I slin.ll stand 
I will hold good with hoart and Laud; 
My mother's oyo £hall joy to soe 
A balUiru'l, blood -stained shield from me. 
The brisk young aculd Ehould gayly go 
Id to the fray, give blow for blow, 
Cheap on hia muti, gain iooh by inch, 
And from the spear-paint nerer flinch/ 

" * T cannot deny your request,* said Olaf, looking 
with a pleased eye at the eager, fearless boy. 4 We 
are true kinsmen in heart as well as in blood ; but 
my mind misgives mc sorely wheu I think of the mor- 
row, and I fear you may never see our mother again J 

" But Ilarak! only laughed, for his mind was full 
of the roar and bustlo of the coming strife, and took 
no account of its dangers/* 

u He was brave, and I like him," said Thornic. 

tL Olaf was x^ry uneasy the night before the battle, 
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and at daybreak he called aloud, c Thermod ! Ther- 
mod ! ' 

"'I am here, sire, ready to do your bidding/ 
answered the scald. 

" c Sing a song,' said the king. * It will help on 
with the slow minutes.' 

" Then Thermod sang a few verses of the Biarka- 
mal, a famous old war-song composed by the great 
Norse warrior, Biarke, on the eve of the battle in 
which he fell while fighting for Adil against King 
Ale. 

" ' THE BIARKAMAL, 

" ' The day is breaking, — 
The house-cock, shaking 
His rustling wings 
While priest-bell rings, 
Crows up the morn; 
And tooting horn 
Wakes thralls to work and weep. 

u ' Te sons of Adil cast off sleep ! 

Wake up! wake up! 

Nor wassail cup, 

Nor maidens' jeer, 

Awaits you here. 

Hrolf of the bow, 

Hare of the blow, 
Up hi your might; the day is breaking; 
'Tis HUdur's game that waits your waking.' w 

" It is a rousing old rhyme," said Thornie. 
"So it is," answered Maggie ; " but, uncle, who 
were Hrolf and Hare, and what was HUdur's game ? " 
" The term Hrolf appears to have been a name for 
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bowmen ; and that of Hare a title for axemen, as Jack 
is familiarly applied to seamen by us, Hildura 
game is battle, as Ilildur was a war-goddess." 

W I like the specimens that you give ns from the 
old scalds," said Thoruie. " I was curious to know 
what kind of poetry they sang," 

u It is not sweet and smooth, like much of that 
which is written now, but the better portions are full 
of Hfe and vigor, and have a ring like the clash of 
the weapons which they loved. 

u The men who fought for Swcyn — Canute's son 
who had he en made king by his father — rushed to the 
attack with the cry, * Forward, bondermen T Olafs 
soldiers sprang to meet them with shouts of ' For- 
ward, forward, Christonaii I cross-man 1 king's-man ! ' 
The first rank cut with their Bwords, the second 
thrust with their spears, and those who stood still 
further back shot arrows, and hurled spears, stones, 
axes, and sharpened stakes. It was a great battle. 
Oiaf fell, and Sweyn won the victory.'* 

" What became of Harald Sigurdson?" asked 
Thornie. 

iL lie was severely wounded; bnt he was hidden 
and carefully nursed by a friendly bonder until he 
was well again, when he escaped to Russia, where he 
was kindly received by the Grand- Duke, Jaroslaf* 
Olaf s body was secretly buried by one of his friends, 
but was afterward taken to Trondhieia, and placed in 
a splendid cathedral built on the ruins of a temple of 
Thon Afterward, the papists rewarded his persecu- 
tion of his pagan subjects by making him their favor- 
ite saint." 
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FOSTER has a pet monkey named Griff, 
which is one of the most mischievous ani- 
mals in the world, I do believe. When he i& 
not riding Boxer the mastiff, he is planning or exe- 
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cnt-i ug some particularly disagreeable trick. He killed 
the goldfish in the globe in the drawing-room, toot 
out the feathers from Mrs, Foster's beautiful winter 
bonnet to adorn his own ugly head, and let loose one 
of the carriage horses, which he frightened so much 

350 
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that he ran with all his might down the road, and was 
not brought back for two hours after. 

Griff has been extremely troublesome in his visits 
to us. The first time he came, he pretended that he 
wanted to shake bands with me ; and when I took his 
offered paw, he seized a ring which was on my finger 
and pulled it so hard that I screamed with pain and 
fright. Luckily, the ring fitted tightly, and all that 
Grid 4 got was a boxed ear. 

Soon afterward, Mrs. Sharp heard cries of fear and 
distress in the poultry-yard T and, upon running out, 
she found Griff plucking a beautiful Bolton gray. lie 
had pulled out ail her tail-feathers, and would have 
stripped her entirely in a few minutes if he bad been 
left to himself* As it was, she suffered so much that 
uncle thought it best to kill her in order to put her 
out of misery. 

To-day, Griff has been naughty again. Bessie has, 
or rather had, an elegant baby tea-set, of white 
porcelain. It was a birthday present frum Aunt Lyn- 
wood, and she kept it particularly choice, I do not 
think that she has used it more than a half dozen 
times ; but this morning the dishes were taken down 
out of politeness to a little guest. The children had 
finished playing with them, and Clementine had 
promised to wash them and put them carefully away ; 
but, as she was otherwise engaged at the moment, they 
rv in: lined on the small tea-table. It unluckily hap- 
pened that Griff hud taken it into his head to help the 
maid wash the dinner disbes at home j but she drove 
him away, and he came across the garden to find 



digitized by CjOOQ IC 



252 SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

amusement with us. The doors were open, and he 
made his way to the play-room, and immediately 
began to work. He took all Bessie's tea-set, put it 
into the marble basin, drew some water, and began 
to wash. This he did so vigorously, that he had 
broken every piece when Clementine found him. Poor 
Bessie had a hearty cry ; and although Aunt Mary 
has promised her another set as pretty as the broken 
one, she is not half consoled. 

I cannot think for my part what people keep mon- 
keys for. To be sure, Griff drinks tea from a cup, 
and uses a spoon and fork, and does other things in a 
civilized manner ; but if he were ten times as droll as 
he is, I should not find him sufficiently entertaining 
to repay me for his mischief. 

As nearly as I can recollect, uncle began our lesson 
this afternoon by saying, " I think we left Harald 
Sigurdson at the court of the Grand-Duke Jaroslaf. ,, 

" Yes, sir, and I want to hear ever bo much more 
about him, ,, replied Maggie. 

" I am afraid that if I tell you so much about the 
stormy old Norsemen, I shall not have time to teach 
you what you ought to know about more civilized 
kings." 

" I shall not be very unhappy if you don't, uncle," 
said I ; " for it is vastly more entertaining to listen to 
these romantic stories, than to learn about alliances 
and treaties and all that dry stuff that one finds in the 
school histories." 

" More amusing, doubtless, but possibly less use- 
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flii," returned uncle. " However, I will go on with 
the adventures of our hero, and will tell you 

44 HOW SOME SPARROWS SET FIRE TO A CASTLE. 

44 Before Harald was fairly settled at the court of 
the grand duke, he managed to fall in love with his 
daughter Elizabeth, a charming person, — at least the 
young man thought so, and who should know better 
than he ? But, as he had nothing to offer beside his 
heart, except his handsome person, his dashing man- 
ner, and his sword, — which had as yet accomplished 
nothing, — Jaroslaf refused him in so decided a way 
that he saw clearly he must win her by hard blows 
struck in earnest, or bid her good-by forever. So he 
kissed away the tears from her sweet eyes, promised 
never to look at another lady with the slightest inter- 
est, and to return rich and famous, and force her cruel 
father to consent to their marriage. Then he gathered 
a band of adventurers and went to Constantinople, 
where the Greek emperor gave him the command of 
his Scandinavian bodj r -guard. He sailed against the 
pirates of the Mediterranean Sea; and joining the 
Normans, who had before that time gone to Sicily, 
made various descents upon the coast of Africa, where 
he obtained a rich booty. 

44 When Harald was in Sicily, he besieged a town 
which was defended by a strong castle. Although he 
surrounded it entirely, he saw no chance of success in 
the ordinary manner. The walls were too high to 
climb, and too thick to be beaten down by any engines 
in his possession. In the great cellar lined with 
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stone were vast stores of grain, olive oil, dried fruits, 
and dried fish ; in the armory were swords, bows and 
arrows, spears, battle-axes, helmets and coats of 
mail ; and deep in the court-yard lay a well of purest 
water, which never failed even in the dryest seasons. 
When, therefore, the stout soldiers thought of the 
cellar, and the armory, and the well, they laughed at 
the presumption of the foreigner hi ^attempting to 
conquer them. 

44 Harald knew all this as well as they did ; and in 
his rage and disappointment he thought of a wicked 
and cruel way to get the castle into his power. He 
had observed that a cloud of sparrows flew from the 
town in the early morning to catch worms and insects, 
and that they kept coming and going until nightfall, 
when each parent bird returned to its nest in the old 
towere, the chinks of the walls, or under the roofs of 
the cottages, which were thatched with reeds and 
straw. Thereupon, he commanded his foragers to 
catch a great many of these little creatures in nets, 
and bring them to him. When this was done, he 
ordered splinters of wood, dipped in tar and smeared 
with wax and sulphur, to be bound upon their backs 
and then fired, after which they were set free. The 
poor birds, following their home instinct, flew to their 
nests, each carrying its small burden of flame ; and, 
as every combustible thing was dry as timber under 
the hot southern sun, the town was soon in a blaze. 
The frightened peasants rushed to the castle to im- 
plore help, and communicated their own terror to the 
common soldiery; who, careless of everything but 
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the frightful heat and blinding smoke, opened the 
gates and begged for mercy. Of course, their lead- 
ers were compelled to follow their example, and Har- 
ald took possession of the place." 

" He was a hateful person," said Maggie, " if he 
was a famous soldier." 

" My viking heroes were not lovable people," re- 
plied uncle ; ," but what better can one expect from 
the immediate descendants of those men whose best 
and purest imagination filled their fancied -heaven 
with warriors, and made their favorite occupations 
to consist of drinking and fighting? " 

" But I thought that Harald was a Christian." 

"He was a Christian after the pattern of those 
times. He observed certain church ceremonies, gave 
largely to priests, hated everybody who ventured to 
question his authority on these points, and lived like 
his Norse ancestors, in accordance with the dictates 
of an unsanctified heart." 

" I hope he gave the people their lives after they 
surrendered." 

" Yes, he did ; for the booty was all he wanted, 
and of that he was already secure." 

" Did he take other castles ? " 

u Many more. I will now tell you about 

"the underground passage, and where it ended* 

"In his travels about the island, Harald came 
upon a still larger, stronger, and richer castle than 
the last, and encamped before it, without knowing in 
the least how to take it. All around was a hard 
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plain which the summer sun had scorched to a dead 
brown color, burning it so completely that even the 
river, which ran in various pretty curves and wind- 
ings, failed to give it the least freshness except just 
along its edge. In vain Harald looked for a hill, or 
a group of trees, or anything which would hide his 
movements from the garrison. Nothing of the kind 
was to be found ; and from sunrise to sunrise again 
he could not so much as raise or strike a tent without 
being seen by hundreds of watchful eyes. His fol- 
lowers, accustomed to the keen winds, the snow and 
ice of a cold climate, grew dispirited in the heated 
atmosphere, and would gladly have gone back to their 
ships ; but he had no intention of yielding in that 
way. 

" One morning, when he was as usual looking over 
the ground, he saw that the river had in a bend be- 
hind the castle cut its way down into the soil, thus 
leaving a bank so high as to conceal its bed from the 
highest watch-tower, and it occurred to him to cut an 
underground passage straight toward the fortress. 
To carry out this design, a part of the army was 
divided into gangs, who worked day and night, re- 
lieving each other at stated intervals ; while the rest 
of the troops kept up their attacks on the walls, that 
the other movement might not be suspected. When 
this passage had been dug far enough, Harald or- 
dered some of his bravest soldiers, to enter it fully 
armed, to dig upward without noise until they should 
reach the floor, and then to break through and sur- 
prise the garrison. They did precisely as he had 
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told them, and found their way into the great hall, 
which was filled with men who were eating their 
breakfast, and laughing at the folly of the besiegers. 

" The fun of the merry-makers was brought to an 
unexpected end ; for when they saw the hewn stones 
of the floor upturned, and steel-clad figures, one after 
another, leaping swiftly into the room, they took to 
their heels as fast as they could for terror. The 
Norsemen pursued them until they heard the cry of 
4 Quarter ! quarter ! ' when they dropped their swords, 
swung open the great gate, let down the drawbridge 
over the wide moat, and gave entrance to their coun- 
trymen, who were drawn up in battle array just out- 
side the walls." 

"Were any killed ?" 

" Two or three, before the Norsemen were quite 
sure as to what the garrison would do." 

" And Harald, I suppose, gained great booty." 

" He did ; and then without loss of time he pushed 
forward to still another fortress." 

" Did he take that by a stratagem?" 

" Yes ; by one which I will call 

"play and earnest. 

"This castle was still larger than the last, although 
that had appeared immense to the Norwegians, who 
had none at home. The walls were thick, the moat 
was wide and deep, and there were various outer de- 
fences, which you would not understand even if I 
should describe them. Harald trusted to his cunning 
for a way of attacking it, and a plan at length came 
17 
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into his head. His army had remained so long 
idle from sheer inability to do anything, that the 
garrison threw open the gates, and taunted and jeered 
them, calling to them to come into the castle, and 
shouting that they were no more fit for battle than so 
many hares. The hot-headed Norwegians were en- 
raged at this, and would gladly have rushed upon the 
weapons of the Sicilians, if only to show them how 
much they had mistaken their courage and conduct ; 
but Harald forbade it. He soothed them with the 
promise that the fortress should yet be theirs, and 
finally pointed out to them a way to obtain it. He 
ordered them to appear entirely unconscious of the 
insults which they might receive, and to go every day 
unarmed in front of the castle to practise the various 
exercises with which they were acquainted, taking 
care to keep just beyond bow-shot. 

" These trials of strength and skill were extremely 
interesting to the Sicilians, who had never seen any- 
thing of the kind which equalled them ; and whenever 
the word was passed that the strangers were commenc- 
ing their games, every soldier crowded to the walls, or 
to the open gates. This continued for several days, 
when the garrison, thrown wholly off their guard, 
began to leave their armor behind them in order to 
look on with greater ease. When Harald perceived 
that they were growing careless, he commanded his 
men to put on helmets under their wide-brimmed 
hats, and swords beneath their long cloaks. Thus 
equipped, they began to play as usual ; but at a sig- 
nal from their leader they threw off their hats, wound 
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their cloaks about their left arms to answer the pur- 
pose of shields, grasped their swords, and with loud 
shouts dashed across the drawbridge, under the 
arches of the open gates. The Sicilians quickly ral- 
lied, and a part fell fiercely upon their assailants, 
while the remainder hurled down spears and stones 
against Harald and his reserve, who attempted to 
support them. A severe battle was fought, many 
were killed and many wounded, but the Norsemen 
were victorious at last." 

" Harald was shrewd," said Thornie. " It appears 
to me that he did as much by his cunning as by his 
arms." 

" What did he do with all the gold and silver and 
handsome things that he won ? " asked Maggie. 

" He sent them to the Grand-Duke Jaroslaf to keep 
for him until he should return to Russia." 

" Did he find all safe when he went back ? " 

" He did ; and he found, also, something far bet- 
ter. He found his beloved Elizabeth still true to 
him, and her father so softened toward him on ac- 
count of his immense wealth as to consent to their 
immediate marriage." 

" Did they live in Russia?" 

u No ; they went to Norway." 

" Harald won the kingdom, I am sure," said 
Thornie. 

"Was he as cunning in Norway as he was in 
Sicily, uncle?" 

u He did not exercise his wit in precisely the same 
manner. Magnus Olafson — the baby prince who, as 
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I told you, was carried to Russia when Canute the 
Great invaded the country — then reigned in Nor- 
way. He was of a peaceable disposition, and when 
he found that Harald had resolved to make war upon 
him, he offered to divide the kingdom with him if he 
would also divide his wealth. To this Harald read- 
ily consented, and Magnus invited him to a great 
banquet, which the former attended with sixty of his 
men. The feast was conducted with much splendor, 
according to the custom and taste of the times ; and 
at its close the host passed up and down the long 
tables, followed by a train of servants bearing im- 
mense bundles of clothing and armor. From these 
he selected a present for each guest, giving a sword 
to one, a shield to another, a robe to a third, and so 
on ; the more elegant articles being reserved for the 
men of most note. This done, he paused in front of 
Harald, — who was his half-uncle on his father's side, 
— and holding out two sticks, asked, 'Which of 
these will you have, friend ? ' 

44 * The one nearest me,' answered Harald. 

44 4 Take it,' said Magnus, 4 and with it half Nor- 
way, land, revenue, and honor, to be everywhere and 
at all times its lawful king as much as myself, ex- 
cept that when we are together I shall be first in 
seat, service, and salutation.' 

44 Harald thanked him cordially, and they were 
very merry. 

44 The following morning the trumpets sounded for 
a Thing, and there King Magnus made known to the 
people that he had taken Harald to share his crown. 
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44 After this, Harald made a feast, as it was his 
turn to do ; and Magnus attended with sixty of his 
men, just as his partner had done before. They all 
ate and drank and made merry ; and Harald distrib- 
uted rich presents in the most agreeable manner, 
overlooking no one, and careful to measure his gen- 
erosity by the rank or reputation of the receiver. 
Next, he fulfilled his promise to divide his wealth 
with his nephew. A large ox-hide having been 
spread upon the ground, he emptied all his caskets 
upon it, and the gold was weighed, and each took his 
share, to the great delight of the spectators, who had 
not in their whole lives seen so much of the precious 
metal." 

u Which of the kings lived the longest ? " 

" King Harald. He was called Hardrada, or the 
Stern, because of his severity. He was restless and 
ambitious, and was slain during bis invasion of Eng- 
land in 1066." 

" Had he children, uncle? " 

44 Yes ; and his sons 

44 MAGNUS AND OLAP 

succeeded him on the throne. Magnus died soon 
afterward, leaving his brother to reign alone. Olaf 
was named the Pacific, because he was inclined to 
peace; which was a blessing to his people. He 
introduced chimneys and glass windows, and estab- 
lished more ceremony at his court than had been 
practised by his predecessors. At dinner, his grand 
butler stood at the foot of the table and filled the 
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table-cups, while a torch-bearer stood behind each 
guest of distinction, holding a lighted candle. New 
fashions were brought from abroad, also. Expensive 
stockings were made of fine cloth nicely plaited, and 
over them the dandies of the court wore gold rings. 
The coat-sleeves were very narrow, but several yards 
long, and were drawn up inside with ties, so that they 
lay in folds on the arm quite to the shoulder. The 
shoes were made high, and were edged with silk or 
gold." 

" Can you tell us something amusing about him, 
uncle?" 

u Certainly I can. I will call my story 

u THE THREE CROWS, AND WHAT THEY SAID TO THE 
BONDER. 

" One summer, when some of the revenue officers 
returned from a journey which they had taken to 
collect taxes of various kinds, King Olaf asked them 
where they had been entertained the best. 

" ' At the house of a bonder, in the province of Lis- 
ter/ replied they. * You cannot imagine, sire, how 
amusing he is. He foretells many events, and we 
really do think that he understands the language of 
birds.' 

" ' How can you believe such nonsense?' answered 
the king, sharply. 4 It is not only foolish, but wicked, 
to put confidence in such things.' 

" The officers were much abashed at this rebuke, 
and nothing more was said about the wonderful 
host until one day, not long after, when they were sail- 
ing with the king along the coast. 
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" ' Whose house is that? ' asked Olaf, pointing to a 

farm-bouse standing near tbe shore. 

11 'It is your house, sire/ answered the officers T 
'but it is occupied by the wise old man we told 
you of.' 

"The king looked at it attentively for a few min- 
utes, and, perceiving a horse grazing on a green slope 
near by, he said, l Go and kill that horse/ 

" The officers looked at him in amazement, hardly 
able to believe their own ears* At length one of them 
stammered ont, * We would not like to do his master 
sneh an injury, sire, after having received from him 
so much courtesy/ 

" ' Do as I bid you/ answered the king. * Cut off 
the horse* a head without spilling a drop of blood on 
the ground, and take it to the ship. Go, then, and 
bring the old man ; but give him no hint of what has 
been done, or yoor lives shall answer for it/ 

61 The officers did as they were commanded. They 
led the horse to the shore > cut off his head in the wa- 
ter, that no stain might appear, and carried it to the 
ship* Afterward they sought the bonder, and deliv- 
ered the king's message. 

" £ Who owns the house yon live in?' asked Olaf 
of him when he appeared, 

■* ' You own it, sire, and take rent for it/ 

" ( You must be a good pilot round this promontory ,- 
said the king. ■ Take your boat, therefore, and show 
us the way/ 

u The bonder took his little craft, which was moored 
to the beach, and rowed before the king's ship. He 
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had made but a few strokes with his oar when a crow 
flew past croaking hideously. At this he glanced up- 
ward with an expression of astonishment and doubt, 
and the king asked, * Do you think, pilot, that beto- 
kens anything?' 

44 4 It certainly does, sire.' 

44 Pretty soon another crow flew overhead, screech- 
ing worse than the first. The bonder turned pale, 
his strength failed, and the oars nearly dropped from 
his hands. 

444 You appear to listen carefully to those birds, 
bonder/ said the king, who watched with interest 
every change in the man's countenance and manner. 

44 4 1 suspect that they speak the truth, sire/ replied 
the bonder. 

44 Presently a third crow came in sight, screaming 
out its evil news, and almost touching the ship in its 
course. This was too much for the bonder, who threw 
down the oars, and stood sternly facing the king. 

44 4 What do the birds tell you/ asked Olaf, fc that 
you- take their words so much to heart?' 

44 4 They or I must have made a mistake, sire.' 

44 4 Say on/ answered the king. 4 Let me hear what 
the mistake is/ 

44 To this command the bonder replied in rhyme : — 

« ' The one-year old 
Mere nonsense told; 
The two-years 9 chatter 
Seemed senseless matter; 
The three-years' croak 
Of wonders spoke. 
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The foul bird said 
My horse's head 
I row along; 
y And in her song 

She said the thief 
Was the land's chief.' 

"'What is this, bonder?' asked the king. 4 Do 
you call me a thief ? That is not judging kindly of 
me.' 

" 4 That is true, sire/ answered the man ; i neither 
do I think you a thief. Somebody must have played 
a joke on me, for the crow said that my horse's head 
is on board this ship.' 

" Then the king told the bonder what his officers 
had said of him when they returned from their visit 
to him a few weeks before ; and how he, wishing to 
test the truth of their belief, had compelled them to 
kill his beast. i I will, however, restore to you many 
times the value of the animal,' continued Olaf ; and 
he gave the bonder the farm he occupied, to be his 
absolutely and forever, beside presenting him with 
other handsome gifts." 

"Is it true that the bonder understood the lan- 
guage of birds ? " asked Maggie. 

" No," replied uncle, " but such is the tradition 
handed down in the ancient sagas." 
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THE FOOLISH HOOPOES AND THEIR GOLDEN CROWNS— CHILDHOOD 
OF GU8TAVU8 VASA— THE MURDERED CHILDREN — GUST A VUS Of 
A LOAD OF STRAW— IN A MARSH — IN A CELLAR— GUSTAVU8 
CROWNED KINO. 



PHILE we were driving to-day uncle saw a 
thrash, which reminded him of the hoopoe, 
a bird of about the same size. It migrates 
in summer from Asia and Africa as far north as cen- 
tral Sweden and Norway. It is a handsome bird, 





uncle says, with a beautiful crest of orange-brown, 
nearly white at the end, and tipped with black spots. 
It loves moist places, and the border of woods, where 
it finds worms, caterpillars, and insects for food. 
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When it catches a beetle, it beats it into an oblong 
ball, and then throws it into the air, and catches it 
lengthwise in its bill, so that it can swallow it easily. 
Whfen a raven or other bird of prey appears, it drops 
upon the ground, throws its head back, with its long, 
slender bill pointing upward, and stretches its wings 
upon either side so that the quill-fefthers touch. It 
then looks like a little bundle of rags. It usually 
says, " Hoop ! hoop ! " softly, though fast ; but when 
lying in the sun perfectly comfortable and contented, 
it expresses its pleasure by saying, " Vec ! vec ! " in a 
low tone. 

After uncle had given us this information, he told 
us a pretty legend about 

"the foolish hoopoes and their golden crowns. 

" It is said that King Solomon was once journeying 
in a desert, and grew faint with heat and fatigue. In 
vain he looked about for a fountain with its edge of 
green grass and its group of palm-trees. Nothing 
was to be seen but the sand, which glowed like pol- 
ished copper, and the fierce sky, in which there 
floated not a single cloud. 

" * I must die/ said the king. l I can travel no 
further ; ' but at that moment a vast flock of hoopoes 
flew to his aid, and, moving like a canopy above his 
head, shielded him and his retinue from the burning 
sunshine. Beneath their shadow both men and cam- 
els revived, and journeyed quickly and easily to their 
proposed resting-place for the night. 

" When the birds were about to disperse, the king 
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said to them, 4 My friends, you brought me help in 
my extremity, and I am very grateful. But for you, 
I and my people would now lie dead, awaiting our 
burial by the wind, without prayer or psalm. Tell 
me, therefore, what gift I can offer you to express 
the gratitude which fills my heart.' 

" Upon this Ihe birds consulted together a few 
minutes, and replied, 4 We did not assist you, O king ! 
with any purpose of asking or any hope of receiving 
a reward ; but since you are so good as to offer one, 
we desire that you will decorate each of us with a 
golden crown.' 

44 * You know not what you ask,' answered the 
king. * Such an ornament will lead you into many 
dangers, and bring upon you many misfortunes. 
Think again, I beseech you, before you make such an 
unwise choice.' 

" 4 We have decided,' said the birds a little impa- 
tiently, as if they suspected that the monarch was 
either unwilling or unable to grant their request. 
* We have decided,' they repeated in chorus ; ' we 
prefer the crowns to any and everything else that you 
can give us.' 

44 Then King Solomon touched the leader with his 
sceptre, and presently each little head glittered with 
a golden coronet. 

44 For a few days the hoopoes were prouder and 
happier than birds ever were before. They flew to a 
district abounding in lakes and streams, that they 
might every hour see themselves in the water, and 
catch the sparkle of their crowns. But soon their 
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trials began. A fowler caught one in his net, and 
having discovered its value, the news flew far and 
wide, and set the entire population on the watch for 
the royal birds. They could no longer eat, drink, or 
sleep in safety ; and many were even shot upon the 
wing while passing from one hiding-place to another. 
In faqj;, they were kept in such constant fear that life 
became a burden to them, and they sent two of their 
number to beg King Solomon to take back his gift. 
He did so, willingly ; but, as a memorial of their ser- 
vice, he gave them a crest of feathers for a crown of 
gold." 

We had an entertaining lesson this afternoon upon 
the history of 

SWEDEN. 

u The early history of Sweden," said uncle, " is 
more confused and far less interesting than that of 
Norway. The portion of territory conquered by 
Odin is supposed to have been small ; less, indeed, 
than the present central province. After him came a 
succession of kings, whose chief occupation appears 
to have been fighting, although a few of them made 
feeble attempts to improve the condition of their sub- 
jects. 

u Christianity was established as the national relig- 
ion about a. d. 1000 ; but belief in the ancient dei- 
ties lingered long afterward. The next event of es- 
pecial importance which I shall mention is the union 
of Calmar, by which Sweden, Norway, and Denmark 
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were united under one monarch, — Margaret, daugh- 
ter of Waldemar III., of Denmark." 

44 Where is Calmar, uncle? " 

44 It is a seaport of Sweden, one hundred and ninety 
miles south-west of Stockholm. 

44 This union was continued, though with the 
greatest difficulty, for a little more than a hundred 
years. The Swedes then became so enraged against 
Christian II., of Denmark, on account of his frightful 
cruelties, that they rose against him under the lead- 
ership of the famous 

' 44 GUSTAVUS ERICSON VASA. 

44 Gustavus was born at Lindholmen, in the prov- 
ince of Upland, about a. d. 1490. He was a charm- 
ing child, full of life and animation, fond of play, 
but willing to study ; and so affectionate and obedi- 
ent that he won the love of all about him." 

44 Was he fine-looking when he grew up?" asked 
Thornie. 

44 Yes ; he was handsome in person, noble in form, 
and winning in manner. He became a fine scholar, 
and excelled in all knightly exercises. His voice 
was both powerful and sweet, and he was so eloquent 
that he could not only please, but almost always per- 
suade, the assemblies to which he spoke. 

44 Prince Christian, on the contrary, — to whom, 
when he became king, Gustavus was opposed, — was 
sullen and savage from his earliest years. He would 
obey no one ; and he was so passionate, treacherous, 
and deceitful, as to show clearly how great a moustev 
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he would afterward become. He, with his associ- 
ates, — the very worst boys he could find, — used to 
bribe tbe guards of. the palace to let them out and in 
at pleasure ; and they spent the nights in drinking 
and all manner of wickedness. At last this reached 
the king's ears, who gave him such a whipping that 
he fell on his knees and promised never to do the 
like again. He was, however, such a notorious liar 
tjiat his father placed no dependence on his word, 
and said that he would turn out a bad man. 

" When he was in his twentieth year, King John 
sent him to Norway to quiet some disturbances there, 
when he almost destroyed the Norwegian nobility, 
who were at that time very powerful. He afterward 
went to Sweden, where his acts were hardly less 
atrocious. Wherever he stopped, he murdered, 
robbed, and burned, and left sorrow and suffering to 
mark the route he had taken. 

44 When Christian became King of Denmark and 
Norway, he resolved to obtain the crown of Sweden, 
which was then governed by the regent, Sten Sture, 
the younger. He invaded that country, but was 
beaten in a fair field, and retreated to Sweden, carrying 
with him as prisoners several distinguished Swedes, 
and Gustavus among them, whom he had seized by the 
darkest treachery. This appeared to the young no- 
bleman very hard ; but it proved a most fortunate 
circumstance for him, since he there learned the plan 
of the tyrant, which was to secure the most able 
and wealthy Swedes, to destroy them at one blow, 
and either keep their possessions himself, or give 
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them to his own followers. He thought that then 
there would be no one strong enough or wise enough 
to rouse the common people and lead them against 
him. 

" After a time Gustavus escaped from Denmark, 
and made his way through many dangers and difficul- 
ties to Sweden. Upon arriving there, he found that 
the whole country had submitted to Christian, except 
two fortresses, both of which were defended by women. 
The most important of these was that of Stockholm, 
which was held by Christina, the widow of the late 
regent Sten Sture. Christina's husband haa fallen 
mortally mounded when fighting against the Dane; 
but this, far from terrifying her, moved her to still 
greater daring. She flew to the capital, put it in as 
good a condition for defence as her time and means 
allowed, and by her noble example aroused the garri- 
son and citizens to so great enthusiasm, that they 
promised to defend the place to the last extremity. 
In vain the tyrant blockaded the city on the sea side 
with his fleet, while his lieutenants attacked it on the 
two other sides by land. Days, weeks, and months 
glided by without producing any result, and he 
resolved to try again his old arts of treachery. By 
promises, which he did not mean to fulfil, he succeeded 
in creating among the wealthy citizens a feeling favor- 
able toward himself ; and Christina, foreseeing the diffi- 
culty of further defence, commenced negotiations with 
him. He promised to pardon all the Swedes for all 
that had passed, and agreed to give Christina her hus- 
band's property. He set his own seal to the treaty, 
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and confirmed it with the most solemn oaths ; and the 
heroic woman yielded the capital into his hands. He 
then planned a magnificent coronation, and invited 
all the best and noblest of the Swedes to be present 
on the occasion, 

"Meantime Gustavus avoided his enemies, and 
reached the castle of Tamo, the residence of his sis- 
ter Margaret and her husband, Joachim Brahe, who 
was a member of the late regentf s council, and one of 
the greatest men in the country. The meeting was a 
joyful one ; for the relatives had known nothing of 
each other for many months, and there was much to 
hear and to tell on both sides* Margaret passed 
lightly over her own life since they had parted, but 
she wished to know the smallest particulars respect- 
ing her brother's seizure, imprisonment, and escape. 
Gustavus related his adventures with spirit, laughing 
gayly over his engagement as a herdsman with the 
d ED vers on the road to Lubeck, but growing graver 
when he spoke of his narrow escape from being de- 
livered up to the enemy by some of the magistrates 
of that city- 

* l Presently, he observed a beautiful silk dress which 
lay on a bench near him, and which appeared to have 
just come from the hands of the maker, Margaret's 
eye followed the direction of his gaxe, and she said, 
'That is new for the coronation ; Joachim and 1 have 
received a special invitation, I wish you would go 
with us, for Christian has publicly proclaimed the 
forgiveness of political offeuders, and promised to 
18 
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receive graciously all who choose to present them- 
selves at his court.' 

" ' O Margaret, dear Margaret ! * exclaimed Gus- 
tavus, 4 do not trust him. He never did, he never 
will tell the truth. You will not leave Stockholm 
alive* The tyrant means to crush the nobility, and 
murder all the wisest and strongest among them. 
As for myself, so far from aiding to place the crown 
on Christian's head, I have resolved to tear it from 
him.' 

44 At this Margaret held up both hands in horror. 
She begged her brother not to dream of such a thing. 
She told him that he could not succeed, and that he 
would 'only destroy himself and his friends. She 
wept bitterly, but Gustavus remained firm. In a few 
days, the relatives parted forever. Joachim and 
Margaret set out for Stockholm, and Gustavus found 
another hiding-place. 

44 At the coronation, the new king, after partaking 
of the sacrament, again swore to observe the treaty 
he had made with Christina ; and the festivities con- 
sequent upon the ceremony lasted three days. These 
being concluded, a great number of the more dis- 
tinguished Swedes were summoned to the palace, 
where the most of them were seized and imprisoned. 
The next day at noon they were marched to the 
place of execution ; and high officers of state, sena- 
tors, bishops, and magistrates were beheaded. Some 
of the spectators suffered at the same time. Among 
them was a man named Lars Hanson, who wept at 
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the horrid spectacle ; and for thus showing sympathy 
for his countrymen he also was executed. 

" Eric Johauson Vasa, the father of Gnstavus, and 
Joachini Br alio, the husband of Margaret * were mur- 
dered on this occasion. The tyrant was willing to 
spare Erie ; but when this was told him, the noble old 
man exclaimed, £ My companions are all honorable 
men, and in God's name let me die with them ! ' As 
he spoke, he bowed his gray head to the block, and 
it was struck off by the executioner/* 

" What became of Christina?'' asked Maggie, 

"She was summoned before the king, who told her 
to choose between being burned, drowned, or buried 
alive. She bad lost her husband in battle ; her clear 
little baby had died in consequence of her rapid 
journey to Stockholm, and her over-fatigue in fortify- 
ing the city. She was worn out with sorrow, toil, 
and anxiety, and when this dreadful sentence was 
pronounced, she fainted away." 

u Oh, bow horrible 1 how horrible ! ** cried Maggie, 
with a shudder. I( Which way did she choose ? " 

u Neither ; for she finally succeeded in purchasing 
her life of the tyrant by giving him all her vast 
wealth." 

** What became of the rest of Gustavus's rela- 
tives ? " asked Thomic. 

H His grandmother, his Aunt Christina, his mother, 
and his two sisters were carried to Denmark, and 
confined in a fearful prison, called the Blue Tower, 
where bis mother and sisters perished from coldj hun 
ger, and thirst.'* 
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" Did Christian stay in Sweden? " 

" No ; he went to Denmark, or there would have 
been nobody left in the country. His stay at Jon- 
koping is noted in history for the tragedy of 

"the murdered children. 

" Christian had caused a nobleman of that place, 
named Lindorn Ribbing, to be executed for no crime, 
but only because he was a man of talent and educa- 
tion. After the terrible ' Blood-Bath,' as the Stock- 
holm murders are still called, this would have been 
hardly noticed, but that hearing his victim had left 
two beautiful little boys, one eight, the other six 
years old, he determined to kill them, also. The 
elder was beheaded first ; and when the younger was 
brought out to share his fate, he saw the dead body 
of his brother soaked in blood, which was dripping 
from his garments. He did not know what had hap- 
pened, nor what was about to be done to himself, and 
he said to the executioner, * Dear man, don't make 
my shirt bloody as you did my brother's ; for if you 
do, mamma will whip me.' 

" The executioner paused a moment with heaving 
chest and quivering lips, then he threw down his axe, 
and exclaimed, * My own shirt shall be dyed with 
blood before yours is stained by me ! * " 

" That was noble," said Thornie, with a gldwing 
face. " That was grand ! " 

" So it was," answered uncle ; " and he paid for 
this generous sympathy with his life ; for the tyrant, 
who had been enjoying thG frightful spectacle, called 
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another of his followers* who struck off the bead of 
the little boy, and also that of the merciful execu- 
tioner." 

" He was a monster," said Maggie. " I wonder 
God let hiin live." 

*< What was Gustavus about nil this time?" asked 
Thornie, 

4 *A large reward had been offered for his person, 
whether he were taken dead or alive, so that he was 
obliged to remain in concealment ; but he was not, 
therefore, idle. He was watching the course of 
events, and preparing himself for the first opportu- 
nity of benefiting bis country. He learned that 
many brave, and true men, who would not acknowledge 
Christian, had been declared outlaws, whom any one 
might murder at pleasure. These unfortunate people 
had taken refuge in Dalecarlia, a cold district made 
up of vast forests, rocky mountains, and great lakes, 
now included in the province of Fahlun. Thither 
Gustavus followed them, thinking that, if they could 
but get together, they might, perhaps, form the begin- 
ning of an army powerful enough to fight the royal 
troops. 

"When he arrived there, he cut off his long locks 
and put aside his knightly garments, which he gladly 
exchanged for the coarser but safer clothing of a peas- 
ant,— a round hat, a long jacket or sack of coarse, 
dark, woollen cloth, breeches of the same, and heavy 
shoes. He went first to Anders Per s son T a fellow- 
student of his at Upsala. Persson did not know him, 
and engaged him to thresh grain ; for which service 
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he was to pay him the wages of a common laborer. 
The other servants soon observed that not only was ' 
his linen much finer than theirs, but that he worked 
slowly and awkwardly, and they suspected that he 
was an outlaw. They mentioned this to their master, 
when he took Gustavus aside, and after studying his 
face attentively recognized his old college mate, Pers- 
son was secretly hostile to Christian, but he was afraid 
to shelter Gustavus ; so he advised him to go further 
into the interior. 

" Gustavus set out immediately, and the same even- 
ing he reached the Lille-elf. It was covered with ice, 
which he supposed to be thick enough to bear his 
weight, but, as it was too dark for him to avoid the 
thin places and air-holes, he broke through and 
plunged into the water. The current set strongly 
toward the Dal, — that large river which you will find 
runs through Dalecarlia and empties into the Gulf of 
Bothnia, — and if the knight had been at all fright- 
ened he must have lost his life. But, notwithstand- 
ing the piercing cold, the surrounding gloom, and his 
great danger, he did not lose his self-possession ; and 
with much effort he succeeded in getting out of the 
stream. 

" The next day Gustavus went to another Upsala 
friend, named Arendt Persson. This man had 
expressed great affection for him, and had even 
fought under his banner against Christian, so that he 
fully anticipated a warm welcome. 

u Persson appeared delighted to see him, embraced 
him cordially, and promised him all the assistance in 
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his power In carrying out Ma patriotic plans. After 
'a good supper, he led his guest to a lofty chamber ; 
when tlie latter, glad to find himself comfortably 
lodged j quickly fell asleep* 

" Not so did his host, who was not only a traitor 
to his country, but bo utterly base as to rejoice in the 
prospect of obtaining the reward offered for Gustavus 
by delivering him up to his enemies. Instead of 
going to bed with a heart full of gratitude because he 
had been able to succor a friend in need, he drove to 
the house of his brother-in-law, whom he knew to be 
as mean-spirited as himself, and the two set about 
collecting a number of armed men sufficient to secure 
the prize. 

u The wife of Persson was, however, as noble as her 
husband was worthless, and, suspecting his treachery, 
took instant measures to prevent his success. Calling 
a faithful servant, named Jacob, she ordered him to 
prepare a horse and sledge in all haste ; and then, tell- 
ing her guest of his danger, she led him to a window 
twenty feet from the ground, to which she lowered 
him by means of long, narrow towels, like those still 
in use in the northern part of Sweden- * Do not spare 
the horse,' she said at parting, *but drive to Svardsjo, 
to the house of the pastor Jon/ 

" Very soon* Persson appeared with twenty men, 
fully armed ; but G-ustavus was beyond his reach ; 
and so he not only missed the reward upon which 
he counted, but sent down his name to posterity 
blackened with infamy-" 
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"Good! good!" shouted Thornie. "lam glad 
of that." 

"What did Persson say to his wife? "asked Mag- 
gie. 

" He never forgave her, and could hardly endure 
the sight of her to his dying day." 

"Where did Gustavus go next, uncle?" 

" Jacob drove until sunset of the following day ; 
and as he knew the way no further, Gustavus went on 
foot to the iron-works at Sandvik, to inquire concern- 
ing the proper route ; but, upon looking into the 
establishment, he saw an old acquaintance of his who 
had taken Christian's side. Fortunately he had 
opened the door so softly that no one perceived him, 
and he retreated without being seen. 

"When Gustavus reached Svardsje, he reflected 
that though he and pastor Jon had been good friends 
at Upsala, he ought not to make himself known until 
he had learned his political sentiments. So he went 
into the barn and threshed with the servants, until he 
learned from their conversation that their master was a 
true Swede, when he told him his name and intentions. 
Pastor Jon was glad to see him, and treated him as 
kindly as he dared ; but the suspicions of the servants 
were excited, and the house-keeper having entered her 
master's room unexpectedly and found him offering 
a towel to the new inmate, he was compelled to send 
him to a peasant named Sven Elfsson, who lived in 
the hamlet of Isala. 

" The evil-minded Persson had proclaimed that 
Gustavus was in Dalecarlia ; and in consequence the 
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bridges and passes were strictly guarded, spies lay in 
wait on every hand, and the reward offered for his 
capture was doubled* He had with difficulty reached 
the cottage, and sat down to warm himself before the 
oven which was heating, when several Danish spies 
entered and began to inquire about him. Sren's wife 
was making bread, and she caught up the bread-shovel 
aud struck him heavily across the shoulders, saying, 
4 Why do you sit there, you lout, gaping at strangers? 
Have you never seen people before ? Be off with you 
to the barn and thresh/ 

u The knight thereupon rose awkwardly, and shuf- 
fled oat of the cottage, thus saving his life ; for the 
men searched the house, and went away satis fled that 
he was not there." 

" How quick-witted that peasant woman was ! n said 
Maggie. u I wish I could think as quickly." 

4i Pretty soon Sven found that his guest was no 
longer safe with him ; and he resolved to carry him 
to the hamlet of Mamas, and give him into the care 
of the brothers Mattias and Per Olsson. How to do 
this was a question, however ; for Christian's soldiers 
were so numerous, and kept so strict a watch, tbat 
the trip was of the utmost danger. Sven thought 
over the matter for a time* and then decided to put 
Gustavus into a load of straw, and to take by-paths 
with which few were acquainted. 

"They had proceeded but a ahort distance when 
they were surrounded by soldiers, one of whom 
struck bis spear several times into the straw, and 
wounded Gustavua in the thigh. In spite of the pain, 
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the latter remained silent and motionless ; and Sven 
stood patiently looking on, and waiting until the 
search should be finished. His apparent unconcern, 
and the profound stillness of the straw, which was not 
stirred by a single breath, convinced the men that all 
was right ; and they rode off in a different direction 
from that which the fugitive was taking. It was 
most fortunate that they did so, for the sound of their 
jests and laughter had hardly died away, when Sven 
saw that the blood from his passenger's wound 
stained the ground. At first he was at a loss what 
to do, for, should he meet other spies, this would cer- 
tainly betray him. In a few minutes, however, his 
brow cleared, and he took out his knife and cut the 
frog of his horse's foot until it bled, so that he could 
point to this should any questions be asked. 
" Did they see any more spies? " 
" No ; they reached Mamas in safety." 
" I hope Gustavus rewarded Sven," said Maggie. 
"He did so. He gave him a valuable property 
when he came to the throne." 

" Were the brothers willing to receive him? " 
" They were ; but the spies were so thick about 
them that they were obliged to take their guest from 
the hamlet ; and they hid him in a cave, which was 
partly formed by an uprooted pine-tree. Finding 
that he was still in danger, they removed him to the 
middle of a wide marsh." 

"I wonder he did not freeze to death," said 
Thornie. 

" He did suffer terribly, but there was no help for 
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it ; and he showed himself as patient in enduring then 
as he afterward appeared brave in fighting. 

44 As soon as the search became less rigorous, the 
brothers took him to the house of a friend of theirs 
who dwelt near Rattvik. Here he was concealed in a 
cellar until the following Sunday, when he went to 
the church ; and, after service was over, he addressed 
the congregation. He told the people of the. horrible 
murders at Stockholm, explained the intention of the 
new king to destroy the Swedish patriots and reduce 
the kingdom to a humble province of Denmark, and 
called on them to take up arms in defence of their 
country. Thereupon the men replied that they 
would gladly drive out the tyrant, but that they must 
first consult their neighbors." 

44 That was not very encouraging. I should think 
that they would have sprung to their feet, and swung 
their hats, and shouted, 4 Down with the tyrant ! 
Sweden forever ! ' and all that." 

44 Your way would not have been the best. Had 
the multitude seized their arms on the impulse of the 
moment, they would have laid them down as soon as 
their enthusiasm had cooled; but since, with just 
views of the greatness of the undertaking, its difficul- 
ties and dangers, they desired to decide cautiously 
and deliberately, it was certain that, should they begin 
to fight, they would continue to do so until their end 
should be gained." 

44 Did Gustavus stay at Rattvik to receive their 
answer?" 
- 44 No ; he went to the house of a peasant named 
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Tomte Mattes, near Mora. Tomte hid him in a cel- 
lar with a trap-door in the floor of the kitchen. Soon 
after he went down, some Danish soldiers arrived to 
look for him. Mattes's wife happened to be brewing 
ale for Christmas, and she rolled a cask over the 
trap-door, so that the men could not see it. They 
therefore departed no wiser than they came." 

" Did Gustavus address the people again? " 

" He did, on one of the Christmas holidays, when 
they came out of the church. Many were persuaded 
by him, but there were some members of the Danish 
party present, and the multitude, as at Rattvik, 
desired to consult their neighbors. 

"Again the search for Gustavus became very 
close ; and he hid himself under a bridge a mile from 
the Mora church. There he nearly died from hunger 
and cold ; he was worn out with fatigue and anxiety, 
and he despaired of rousing his countrymen to shake 
off the yoke of the tyrant. He therefore resolved 
to leave his native land and find a spot where he 
might dwell peacefully in a foreign country. He 
obtained a pair of snow-shoes, and by the wildest 
and most lonely routes bent his course toward 
Norway." 

" Oh, how hard that was ! But what happened 
next, uncle ? " 

" After he had gone, the men of Mora were sorry 
that they had not assisted him, and they sent two of 
their swiftest runners on snow-shoes in search of him. 
These messengers followed his tracks on the snow 
through forests, and over mountains, and across 
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furious rivers, until they overtook him in the very 
last hamlet in Dalecarlia, at the foot of the Norwe- 
gian Alps." 

" I fancy Gustavus was glad to see them." 
" He was, indeed. He returned joyfully to Mora, 
where not only his first audience, but the stout peas- 
ants of the adjoining districts, flock ed to his standard* 
Miniy outlaws, also, who had distinguished them- 
selves in the former war, came to his aid, and as- 
sisted him in organizing and drilling his little army. 
He commenced bis campaign against Christian with 
only abont six hundred men ; but his first success 
drew many more to his side, and he went on from 
victory to victory." 

M He drove out Christian, of course," said Thorn ie* 
" Yes ; and then, by the loving consent of the 
entire nation, he was crowned in the tyrant's stead- 
He ruled wisely and successfully, and left his country 
in a far better condition than he found it. During 
his reigu the Reformation was introduced into Swe- 
den, where it spread rapidly." 

M What became of Christian ? " asked Thornie. 
" His cruelties made bim so feared and hated in 
Denmark, that at length the nobility declared they 
would no longer obey him ; and they gave the crown 
to his uncle, Duke Frederic of Holstein* He then 
fled the country ; but after a time be invaded Norway 
at the head of an army. Takcu prisoner by the 
Danes, he was shut up with a favorite dwarf in a 
dark ceil in the castle of Souderburg. The door of 
thia cell was walled up, a small hole being left, 
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through which the prisoners received their food. 
There the tyrant remained twelve years, when he was 
removed to another castle, where he enjoyed more lib- 
erty, and where he died at the age of seventy-eight 
years." 

" That was a fearful punishment ; but I think he 
deserved it," said Thornie. 

" Were Norway and Denmark united at this time ? " 
I inquired. 

" Yes ; and remained so until 1814, when Norway 
was ceded to Sweden, with which — as I have told 
you — it now forms one kingdom." 

" Had Gustavus any children?" asked Maggie. 

" He had several. His son, Eric XIV., succeeded 
him. He was handsome and accomplished, but jeal- 
ous, passionate, and tyrannical. He was at length 
deposed, and his brother John ascended the throne. 
John left the crown to his son Sigismund, who en- 
deavored to establish the Roman Catholic religion in 
the kingdom, and was so cruel that his uncle, Charles 
IX., was made king in his place. His son and suc- 
cessor was the famous Gustavus Adolphus, surnamed 
the Great, who was succeeded by his hardly less cele- 
brated daughter, Christina. Christina grew tired of 
her crown and gave it to her cousin Charles X., a 
brilliant and victorious warrior, who was in turn fol- 
lowed by his son Charles XI., and he by the daring 
soldier Charles XII., whose life reads like a story- 
book. After him came his sister Ulrica Eleanora, 
and her husband, Frederic of Hesse-Cassel, then 
Adolphus Frederic, and in regular order Gustavus 
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IIL, Gustavus IV., and Charles XIII. Next came 
Bernadotte, a Frenchman, the son of a lawyer, who 
was called Charles XXV. His son, Oscar I., suc- 
ceeded him ; who, dying in 1859, was followed on the 
throne by his son, Charles XV., the present king." 
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MAGGIE AND HER ROBIN REDBREAST — THE KING'S TWO DAUGH- 
TERS— GEIJER'S PRIZE, AND HOW HE WON IT— THE CHILDHOOD 
OP FRITHIOP AND 1NGEBORG — KING RING AND HIS EMBASSY 
— FRITHIOF AND THE DEMONS OFTHE STORM— FRITHIOF'S HAPPY" 
MARRIAGE — FAIRY WATCHING. 




, AGGIE has been made very happy by the gift 
of a robin redbreast. He was bought by Rose 
Trasker from some cruel boys who had caught 
him in a snare, and had injured him so much that he 
was almost dead. Maggie has taken the best possible 
care of him, and he has nearly recovered. He is so 
tame that he will sit on her finger and eat from her 
hand. She offers him many kinds of food, and has 
found that he delights in great lumps of white sugar*; 
that he is fond of cream, and does not despise candy 
and cocoanut cakes, while he is specially eager for 
bread and butter, or bread and butter with honey 
spread upon it. Once she gave him a worm so largo 
that he could not swallow it whole, and the cunning 
bird tossed it about with his bill, banged it on the 
ground, jumped on it, threw it over his head, and 
when it was beaten almost to a jelly, pulled it in 
pieces and ate it bit by bit. We children gathered 
round him to watch the operation, and when the last 
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fragment disappeared down his throat, Thornie threw 
up his cap and cried, "Three cheers for Bobby!" 
which we gave so heartily that Mr. Foster came over 
to learn what the noise was about. He sings very 
sweetly, and wakes us early with his happy morning; 
hymn* • 




MAOOIB AVS HKX BO BUT UDBBBAST. 



We had a charming lesson to-day on 

THE LITERATURE OP SWEDEN AND NORWAY. 

" With the spread of Christianity in Scandinavia," 
said uncle, " the old scalds and saga-men disappeared. 
19 
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The eddas and the stories of the Odin period were 
nearly forgotten. Latin became the language of the 
learned in Scandinavia, as in the other countries of 
Europe, and monkish legends and chronicles took 
the place of the marvellous traditions of paganism. 
By and by, people tired %f these, and the gifted 
among them wrote romances and composed ballads." 

" O uncle ! please read some of the old ballads," 
said Maggie. 

Uncle looked over his note-book" a few minutes, 
and then read the following ballad : — 

"the king's two daughters. 

" They were the king's daughters, and whilst they were small, 
Two roses, two beautiful blossoms, 
They were stolen away from their father's hall; 
From England 'tis they have brought us. 

" The maidens, they went to the king's hall-door, 
And who but the king stood before them T 

" ' Good king, we are come to ask if here 
Young Berring-maidens are needed this year ? ' 

" ' Young maidens are needed,' said he, ' it is true, 
But the queen herself must talk with you.' 

" The maidens before the queen were brought, 
As she sat with eyes downcast in thought. 

" * And, gracious queen, we would ask if here 
Young Berring-maidens are needed this year?' 

" ' And can ye well brew, and can ye well bake, 
And can ye well sew, and red gold-work make ? ' 

" « We can well brew, and we can well bake, 
But better than all red gold-work make.' 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE KINCtS TWO DAUGBTJBBS. 291 

" ' Then I have a golden web for you; 
Ah, oould I myself have woven it through! ' 

" By the youngest sister the warp was spread; 
The eldest sat down and threw the thread. 

" She threw the thread, and first came forth, 
On the dextrous web, both heaven and earth. 

" She threw the thread, and next she sees 
That she weaves green boughs and leafy trees. 

" She threw the thread, and then stood clear, 
In the web, both father and mother dear. 

" She wove in the moon, she wove in the sun, 
And sister and brother, before it was done. 

" The eldest, she took out the web complete; 
The youngest, she carried it to the queen's feet. 

" The queen rose up, and she crossed the floor; 
'A fairer web I ne'er saw before. 

" ' Now hearken, ye maidens, to what I say, 
Good wage for this weaving I will pay. 

" ' The youngest shall carry my keys by her side; 
To my son will I give the eldest as bride.' 

" ' It is not the oustom, in our distant land, 
That sister should give unto brother her hand.' 

" And there was of gladness a great uproar, 
Because the king's daughters were found once more. 

" And there was great joy in the hall when the mother, 
Two roses, two beautiful blossoms, 
And her long-lost daughters were known to each other; 
From England 'tis they have brought us." 

" That is delightful ! " said Maggie ; " but I wish I 
knew how they got back to the palace after they were 
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carried away to England ; and how they found out 
that they were the children of the king and queen." 

" The ballad-maker leaves that for the imagination 
of the listener, and very wisely, I think," replied 
uncle. 

"Did the old Scandinavians have little nursery- 
stories ? " I asked. 

" Yes ; many," answered uncle. " Some of them 
have descended to us ; such as, * Cinderella ; ' * Jack 
the Giant-Killer ; ' ' The Giant who Smelt the Blood 
of an Englishman ; ' * Puss in Boots,* and * The Little 
Old Woman Cut Shorter.' The material of the Norse 
legends is used, also, in a different form, in countless 
popular tales, written both for little people and their 
older friends." 

"Have there been many learned men and fine 
writers in Norway ? " I asked. 

"Not so many as in Sweden," answered uncle. 
" Can any one think of a Swedish writer?" 

" Miss Bremer," replied Maggie. " We all know 
about Miss Bremer, and her novels, and her travels, 
and—" 

" And how pleasantly she wrote about Jenny land, 
the wonderful Swedish singer," broke in Thornie. 

"Then there are Swedenborg, who founded the 
sect of the Swedenborgians," said uncle, " Linnaeus, 
the naturalist, — the one who, as I told you, wrote 
about the hare, — with a long list of others whom it 
is useless to mention. One of my favorites is 
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44 He has been called the * prince of Swedish his- 
torians/ and he has also written fine poems and a 
charming volume of ' Recollections.' " 

" Recollections of what, uncle? " 

"Of the wild scenery about his early home, the 
honest, simple people whom he first knew, and the 
hospitality, cheerfulness, and good-breeding of his 
father's household." 

" What was his father's business ? " asked Thornie. 

44 He owned an iron-foundry, which he superintended 
himself; but he possessed much knowledge and 
taste ; and, although not affectionate in his manner 
toward his children, he was usually a kind and judi- 
cious parent." 

44 1 wish you would read something of his," I said. 

44 Willingly," answered uncle. " You shall have 

"geijer's prize, and how he won it. 

44 At the age of twenty Geijer returned from the 
university, and applied, through a friend, for the 
place of tutor in a great family. The gentleman, be- 
fore deciding in his favor, desired to see something 
which he had done. Thereupon Geijer resolved to 
try for the prize offered by the Swedish Academy for 
the best eulogy of Sten Sture, the Elder. 

44 4 The following day,' says Geijer, 4 1 began to 
read in Dalin's History of Sweden such portions as 
referred to my hero. After I had arranged my sub- 
ject in my mind, there was no little difficulty in get- 
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ting it on paper. My father was very niggardly in 
this respect ; and I am forced to confess that I ob- 
tained secretly and without permission all the paper 
that I required. I hid my booty in an empty clock- 
case ; and there, also, Sten Stare's eulogy way laid, 
sheet after sheet, as it was written. It was not easy 
to preserve any secrecy in our house, where every 
one was accustomed to know each other's busi- 
ness. Nevertheless, I succeeded without taking any 
one into my confidence ; and one fine evening, with a 
trembling hand and beating heart, I dropped my 
work, fairly copied out and stitched together, wrapped 
up and sealed, for the last time, into its hiding-place, 
from which it was, the following morning, to be sent 
away by post. 

" * It could not be entered at home in the poet- 
book without exciting attention. I therefore se- 
cretly possessed myself of the key of the post-bag 
after the old post-man was gone away for the night, 
and rode early on the following morning across the 
river Elara to the newest post-town, and thus got my 
packet entered and sent off. 

" ' In the beginning of December, my eye caught 
a paragraph in the newspaper. It was a request that 
the author of the Eulogy on Sten Sture, the Eider, 
bearing the motto I had chosen, would make himself 
known to the secretaries of the Swedish Academy. 
My sister inquired why this advertisement made me 
turn so crimson. Unacquainted as I was with the 
proceedings of the Academy, I hardly knew whether 
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the paragraph portended good or not. Between hope 
and fear, however, I replied to it. 

" 'The following post-day brought me a letter from 
the Lord-Lieutenant Rosenstein, informing me in the 
kindest manner that the Swedish Academy had 
awarded its great prize to me. I rushed, with the 
open letter in my hand, into the room of my parents. 
Their astonishment was great, and at first they were 
silent. My good mother clasped me to her heart, my 
brothers and sisters embraced me. My father never 
caressed me. Our behavior to him, although affec- 
tionate, was yet too much penetrated by the deepest 
respect ever to become confidential. On this day, 
when we accidentally met, he took my hand and 
pressed it against his breast. Of all tokens of affec- 
tion, as well as rewards, none ever touched me so 
much, nor can I recall it without tears even to tins 
day.'" 

"lam so glad he got the prize," said Thornie, 
" He ought after all that labor and anxiety." 

" Who is the best Swedish poet?" asked Maggie. • 

"esaias tegneb, bishop of wexio," 

answered uncle. 

" Is he alive now ? " asked Thornie. 

"No; he died in Wexio in 1846. His best and 
most famous work is the ' Legend of Frithiof/ in 
which he tells in spirited and charming verse the old 
saga of this chieftain." - 

" We should like the story, uncle, even if you can- 
not read the poem," said Maggie. 
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" You shall hear it," replied uncle. " We will be- 
gin with 

"the childhood of frithjop and ixgebobg. 

" The little Princess Ingeborg, daughter of King 
Bel6, and Frithiof, son of Thorsten Vikingson, her 
father's firm friend and wise counsellor, dwelt with 
Hilding, their foster-father. They were pleasant 
companions for each other, for the boy was strong 
and bold, and the girl was slight and gentle, and 
grateful for the aid of his sturdy arm and courageous 
heart. From their first meeting they loved each 
other dearly, and their special thought and care were 
for each other's happiness. In the sunny summer 
days they sailed in Frithiof *s gayly painted skiff, 
hunted for shells along the beach, built mimic forts 
with the white sand, ran races with the billows, and 
wreathed each other with the long-stemmed sea-weed, 
which floated in green and crimson on the waves. 
Together they climbed the mountains and wandered 
in the neighboring forests. Upon such occasions 
Frithiof was sure to cross every mountain-stream and 
leaping brook, that he might have an excuse for lift- 
ing the little maiden, and feel, if but for a moment, 
her arm about his neck, and her sweet breath touch- 
ing his brown cheek. He climbed the tallest trees to 
fill her cabinet with curious birds* nests ; and more 
than once dared the wrath of the great eagle in order 
to secure the young brood. So the glad hours passed 
until childhood glided into youth, and with their 
youth came 
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" frithiof's courtship. 

" The young man showed himself first in those 
traits in which the Norsemen especially gloried ; and 
all that he won by his skill and prowess he valued 
only as gifts to Ingeborg* To her he offered not 
only the bird which he pierced with his arrow, the 
rabbit and fox which he ran down in the chase, but 
also the wolf and bear which he threw over his broad 
shoulders and bore in triumph to her feet. The maid- 
en loved as well, but more timidly. When she sang 
the feats of the old vikings, she glanced shyly up at 
her pleased listener to read his admiration in his 
glowing eyes; and when she drew with golden 
threads the noble warriors of ancient sagas, she 
blushed to find herself continually repeating Frith- 
iof's face and form. 

" The good foster-father was displeased with this, 
because the young people were unequal in rank. He 
reminded Frithiof that he was but the son of a free 
warrior, while Ingeborg was the daughter of a king ; 
but the youth proudly drew himself to his full height, 
and declared that he would win his bride with his 
sword in spite of the god of thunder himself. 

" All would have gone on smoothly if King Bel6 had 
lived a few years longer, since he admired Frithiof 
for his own sake, and loved him for his father's ; but 
the old man died, and the faithful Thorsten would not 
outlive him. Then Ingeborg's brothers, Helg6 and 
Halfdan, divided the vacant throne, and claimed the 
right to dispose of their sister in marriage. Halfdan, 
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gay and gentle, would willingly have yielded to the 
prayer of his early playmate ; bnt Helg6 was stern 
and cruel, and would rather have seen his sister dead 
at his feet than to have matched her with a husband 
of lower rank than a prince. Possibly, Frithiof sus- 
pected this; for he went home to Framnas, and 
awaited a favorable opportunity to urge his suit. 

" Frithiof 's homestead was a charming place. It 
stretched three miles along the clear, bright fiord, not 
in a flat plain, but broken by hills rich with corn- 
fields and tall rye; valleys where fat cattle and 
white-wooled sheep fed daintily ; lakes ftill of fish, 
and forests where the antlered reindeer had their 
* kingly walk.' Twenty-four fleet horses fed in the 
stalls ; and in the banqueting hall, which was a house 
by itself, five hundred men sat at the Christmas ban- 
quet. Yet all this wealth was as nothing compared 
to three treasures which formed a part of Frithiof *s 
inheritance. 

"First in value was the sword Angurvadel, a 
brother of the lightning, which had descended from 
the Blue-toothed Bear. Its hilt was of gold, and the 
blade bore the most powerful runes. In peaceful 
times these characters were steel-blue, like the sword 
itself; but the moment war began they glowed and 
burned with a dazzling lustre, and no man could 
withstand their might. The second treasure was a 
golden arm-ring, made by Volund, the northern Vul- 
can, and engraved with the twelve signs of the Zo- 
diac. The last one was the dragon-ship Ellida, which 
was given by a sea-god to one of Frithiof 's ances- 
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tors. Her prow was carved into a dragon's head, 
whose gaping mouth showed jaws of glittering gold ; 
a dragon's tail, with scales of silver, finished her 
stern ; her sails were black with crimson edges ; and 
she could outstrip the storm in speed. 

"With these fair meadows and sunny hill-sides, 
these flocks and herds, these noble treasures, and the 
scarred and faithful champions of his father, who 
swore to follow the fortunes of the son, Frithiof was 
content; and although he might easily have won a 
kingdom, like many another Norseman, he chose 
rather to dwell in his own country, and keep green 
the graves and the memory of his ancestors. 

"At a suitable time after the death of King Bele, 
Frithiof went to ask the consent of the young kings to 
his marriage with Ingeborg. He found them holding 
a Thing at their father's grave; and before all the 
people present he, in a manly way, explained his wish, 
pleading that it was the will of the deceased mon- 
arch, and that the maiden herself desired the match. 
But the dark, ambitious Helg6 refused him with con- 
tempt, and insultingly offered him the place of a 
servant in his hall. At this Frithiof grasped his 
sword, and at his touch the magic runes burned redly 
along the steel, which quivered with eagerness to 
revenge his sneer. But Frithiof, mindful of the 
sacredness of the place, merely cut in two the shield 
of Helg&, which hung upon an oak near by, and then 
departed over the sea." 

"It was mean to insult Frithiof so!" exclaimed 
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Thornie. " Helg6 was no gentleman, though he was 
a king." 

" You are right," answered uncle ; " Frithiof was a 
thousand times the more noble of the two. 

" Next, I will tell you about 

"king ring and his embassy. 

" King Ring was renowned for his warlike deeds, 
and beloved for his gentle rule. He was old in years, 
but his mind and heart were young, and his thoughts 
and purposes were worthy of his fame. His wife had 
died and left him all alone, but for a baby boy, whose 
merry laugh and cunning ways rendered him very 
dear, but who could by no means fill the place of his 
loving mother. So the king thought he would find 
a new queen for himself and a new parent for his 
child, and sent a splendid embassy to Helg6 and 
Halfdan, with many scalds and royal gifts, to demand 
lngeborg in •marriage. But Helg6 scorned him for 
his age, and Halfdan added a taunt, which so roused 
the anger of the monarch that he sent out a split 
arrow to summon his warriors to battle. Forthwith, 
helmets glittered in the sun, swords clashed against 
shields, and the dragon-ships turned their prows sea- 
ward ready for their armed crews. 

" The rumor of this preparation reached Helg6 and 
Halfdan ; who, in their terror, placed lngeborg for pro- 
tection in the temple of Baldur, and sent Hilding, 
her foster-father, to beg the assistance of Frithiof in 
the coming strife. He found the young warrior en- 
tirely willing to pardon the affront, which he had 
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received and to render the needed aid, provided the 
brothers would receive him as the betrothed of Inge- 
borg ; but he refused to unsheathe the sword if he 
were to be regarded as a mere follower. 

u The old man returned to his employers with this 
answer ; and Frithiof, longing to behold once more 
the bride of his heart, and to learn from her own dear 
lips that she still loved him, stole by night to the 
temple in which she had taken refuge. He found her 
as faithful as himself, and thus encouraged, he went 
to the great war Thing, and offered his sword to King 
Helg6, on condition that he should receive Ingeborg 
in marriage. The assembled warriors clashed shields 
and swords in applause; but Helge was not to be 
moved. He not only refused the request, but accused 
Frithiof of profaning the temple of Baldur by his 
visit the night before. 

" Ordinarily this crime would be punished with 
death or exile; but Helg6 dared not inflict either, 
while the great circle of champions regarded Frithiof 
with such kindly interest, and might, if any imme- 
diate injury were done him, rise in their wrath, hurl 
him from the throne, and raise their favorite to his 
place, with Ingeborg by his side. He therefore 
preferred to order the youth abroad upon a difficult 
and dangerous service, and commanded him to sail 
to the Orkney Islands to demand the tribute due 
from their fierce and powerful Jarl. 

"Still Frithiof did not despair. He repeated the 
crime for which he had been sentenced, and again 
stole into Baldur's courts. In the tenderest words 
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he besought Ingeborg to fly with him to the friendly 
southern lands, where the flowers are always in blos- 
som, and the grapes hang on the vine-boughs, purple 
and sweet. But the maiden was far too modest and 
noble for this, and she persuaded her lover to leave 
her in the temple, and set sail for the West, trusting 
in the gods and their own courage for a happy end- 
ing of their trials. So he gave her the golden arm- 
ring of Yolund, and departed full of great plans and 
high hopes." 

" Was the Baldur to whom this temple was built 
the beautiful god whom the blind Hoder slew?" 

" The same ; but the worship offered him was not at 
all in keeping with the peaceful character which he 
was described as possessing. 

" You must now hear about 

" FRITHIOP AND THE DEMONS OF THE STORM. 

"Bidrn the Bear, the first in honor among the 
champions of Frithiof, longed with his whole soul for 
a downright, hard, hand-to-hand fight with grim old 
warriors seasoned to battle like himself; and many 
of his comrades felt the same desire. So, although 
there was not the slightest probability that a single 
man belonging to the expedition would return to 
Norway, there were shouts of joy when Frithiof made 
known his resolution of bearding Jarl Angantyr in 
his den. A stranger would certainly have imagined 
it a mere festive expedition, a picnic excursion per- 
haps to one of the neighboring islands, so merry were 
the jokes and hearty the laughter of those appointed 
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to go, and so regretful and angry were those who 
were obliged to remain behind. In the very height 
of the jollity Ellida spread her wings and scud over 
the waves like a sea-bird. 

"Brave and strong as the crew were, however, they 
soon grew grave. Helg6, not content with sending 
Frithiof on so dangerous an errand, meanly called to 
his aid the storm-fiends Ham and Heid, and bade 
them drown the mariners in mid-ocean. Suddenly, 
black clouds covered the sky, the billows rose in their 
might and now lifted the ship mountain-high, now 
shot it down into a frightful abyss. The winds, 
laden with snow and driving great hail-stones with 
the force of arrows from a bow, split Ellida's sails, 
splintered her yards, and poured the freezing water 
over her deck. The crew worked gallantly but in 
vain, when Frithiof, suspecting the coward Helg6, 
sprang like a marten up the mast. There he saw, 
riding on a gigantic whale, the vast Heid, with a 
mane of drifting snow, stirring up the ocean from its 
depths, and Ham, his brother demon, showing the 
tempest where to strike. Now he knew how to act. 
In a voice of thunder he commanded Ellida to strike 
the whale ; and she, raising her fearful crest and hiss- 
ing with her gaping mouth, struck the -monster deep 
in his breast. A column of blood spouted from the 
wound ancl mingled with the black clouds ; while the 
beast, with hideous bellowing, sank down, down to 
the very bottom of the ocean. At the same moment 
two spears flew from the ship, one of which cut the 
thick skin of Heid, and the other pierced the white 
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feathers of Ham, who instantly disappeared, defeated 
in this great battle. 

* ' Straightway the sky cleared, the sun came out 
brightly, the angry flood grew calm, and only a long, 
smooth swell bore the ship to a neighboring island. 
This happened not a moment too soon, for most of 
the seamen were nearly frozen to death, and the Bear 
carried four of his comrades ashore on his shoulders ; 
while Frithiof, more gallant still, took eight of the 
men through the breakers to the distant strand." 

" What a glorious old set of sea-dogs they were !" 
exclaimed Thornie ; " but, uncle, when I write a poem 
I won't have such a mean fellow as King Helg6 in it." 

" If yon wish your poem to live, you must describe 
people as they are, not as you would like them to be, 
and as some of them are both mean and wicked, you 
must not pass them wholly by," replied uncle. 

" I think Jarl Angantyr ought to receive the half- 
drowned and half-frozen seamen kindly, even though 
they were sent to demand tribute," said Maggie. 

"He did after Frithiof had beaten his proudest 
champion in a rousing battle, and thus shown that he 
was nowise behind his famous father in strength and 
skill He refused, indeed, to pay the tribute de- 
manded, but he entertained the young hero until 
spring, and gave him a purse of gold as a present to 
himself. 

" THE RUINED PALACE. 

" When the grass grew green and the birds began 
to sing, Frithiof returned to Framnas ; but, alas, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



! 



THE MEETING OF FRITHIOF AND HELGE. 305 

what a change was there ! Instead of the palace, 
swarming with armed men, the stalls where four and 
twenty horses pawed and stamped, the forests where 
the reindeer found a home, all was silence and desola- 
tion. Fire and sword had done their work; and 
charred beams, blackened and branchless tree-trunks, 
a shrivelled waste where no cattle fed, remained to tell 
the tale. Presently Frithiofs falcon flew to his shoul- 
der, his dog leaped and barked a welcome, his favor- 
ite horse, snow-white, and with a neck like a swan's, 
rubbed against* his shoulder, and asked bread from his 
hand. Hilding followed, and told how Helge had been 
beaten by King Ring, and had in his flight, through 
pure hatred and malice, burned all Framnas. He said, 
too, that the brothers, in order to save their kingdom, 
had compelled their sister to marry the victor, and 
that at the altar Helge had torn the bracelet of . Vo- 
lund from the bride's arm, and placed it upon the im- 
age of Baldur. 

4 'THE MEETING OF FRITHIOF AND HELGE. 

" As it was then the time of the midsummer festi- 
val in Baldur's temple, Frithiof went thither immedi- 
ately with his train. When he arrived, a fire was 
burning on the altar, and the white-bearded priests 
stood around it with King Helge at their head, wear- 
ing his crown. Commanding the Bear to guard the 
door, Frithiof rushed in. i Here,' he cried, ' is your 
tribute from the western seas. Take it ; and then be 
there battle for life and death between us two, here 
by the light of Baldur's altar, shields behind us and 
20 
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bosoms bare. The first blow be thine as king ; bat 
forget not that mine is the second. Look not thus 
toward the door ; I have caught the fox in his den. 
Think of Framnas ! Think of your sister with the 
golden locks ! ' 

"Speaking thns, Frithiof drew forth the parse 
which Angantyr had given him, and threw it in the 
king's face with so much force that he fell down 
senseless, with blood gashing from his mouth. He 
then endeavored to draw the bracelet from Baldar's 
arm, when the wooden statue fell into the altar fire, 
and the flames, catching it like tinder, leaped to the 
roof, and in a few minutes set the temple in a blaze." 

44 Was Frithiof burned too?" asked Maggie, with 
breathless eagerness. 

44 No ; he escaped in the confusion and sailed away 
in Ellida, believing that he should henceforward care 
nothing for country and home. For a time he did 
glory in the uproar of battle, the clashing of swords 
and shields, the whizz of arrows cleaving the air, and 
the glitter of spears hurled by powerful hands. But 
after three years of fighting and plunder his heart 
turned toward Framnas ; and Ellida, speeding through 
wind and storm, reached the beloved spot in the 
early winter." 

44 What could he do at Framnas?" asked Thornie. 

44 He did not stop long there, as you will learn when 
I tell you of 

44 THE CHRISTMAS VISIT. 

44 King Ring sat beside Ingeborg in his banqueting 
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hall on Christmas-eve with his courtiers all around 
him. Soon an old man entered, wrapped in skins, and 
took his seat near the doop, being too humble to go 
higher. The courtiers laughed and sneered at him ; 
and he, losing his temper, seized one of them and 
twirled him about as if he had been a feather. This 
made the assembly more respectful ; and King Ring, 
knowing that the stranger could not be. what he 
appeared, ordered him to throw off his disguise. 
Thereupon the ,bear-skin fell from the head of the new 
guest ; and lo, Frithiof stood revealed, with his shin- 
ing hair flowing in thick waves over his blue mantle, 
and his broad silver belt girding Angurvadel to his 
waist. King Ring knew him, and so did Ingeborg, 
but neither spoke ; and immediately a horn was blown, 
and a roasted wild boar appeared, kneeling on a sil- 
ver dish, an apple in his mouth, and his back hung 
with garlands." 

44 Why, it was an old English custom to have a 
boar's head at Christmas. At least, so Mr. James 
said yesterday." 

44 He was right; the English received it from the 
Scandinavians. 

44 When the boar was set on the table, King Ring 
laid his hand upon it, and swore to conquer Frithiof, 
the great warrior, in the name of Frey, Odin, and 
Thor. At this challenge, Frithiof threw his sword 
on the table with a clang, and while every guest 
sprang from his seat, he said, 4 Young Frithiof is my 
friend, and I swear to protect him ; so help me, des- 
tiny and my good sword ! * 
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44 The king was delighted with this answer, an4 
Frithiof remained his guest till spring.' 9 

44 Did anybody but thejring and queen find out who 
he was?" 

44 No one. Now comes the story of 

44 KING RING'S EXPERIMENT. 

44 King Ring, with his queen and court, went hunt- 
ing one day, when the king separated himself from 
his train, and, with only Frithiof by his side, entered 
a green glade and lay down to rest. Frithiof was 
sorely tempted to murder the helpless old man ; and, 
lest he should yield to the wicked thought, he threw 
Angurvadel far from him into the leafy thicket. 
King Ring, however, was not asleep, and only did 
this to find out if he were really as noble as he ap- 
peared to be. He was so pleased with the result of 
his trick that he promised Frithiof he should marry 
Ingeborg as soon as he should die ; and, also, that he 
should be his successor on the throne. Frithiof did 
not think himself worthy of this fortune, since he 
had so deeply offended the gods ; and he proposed to 
set sail again, and die in battle, so that he might win 
their forgiveness, and obtain a place in Valhalla." 

44 Did Frithiof go to sea again, uncle?" 

44 No. King Ring disdained to die of old age, and 
he cut runes on his arms and breast, and bled to 
death amidst his warriors. 

44 After he was buried in all honor, with his shield 
on his arm, his sword in his belt, and his favorite 
horse by his side, Frithiof called a Thing in the open 
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air, WTien all the people were assembled, he lifted 
Ring's little son on a shield, hailed him king, and 
swore to protect him and his kingdom. While he 
was speaking, the child, not liking his seat, jumped 
down, which so pleased the bonders and warriors that 
they accepted him for their monarch, and pro- 
claimed Frithiof regent until the hoy should be old 
enough to rule for himself," 

11 That was jolly 1" said Thornie, "Frithiof de- 
served that." 

" What did he do next, uncle?" 

"He rebuilt Baldur's temple with a magnificence 
before unknown at the North. When it was finished, 
twelve virgins, dressed in silver tissue, entered it in 
procession, singing, as they went, the history of the 
god \ and, as they sang, Frithiof changed his purpose 
of vengeance against Ilelge and Halfdan, and re- 
solved never to molest them in any way. Scarcely 
had he done this, when the high-priest appeared, and, 
after welcoming him to the temple he had built, he 
told him that Helge was dead, and that Halfdan de- 
sired to shake hands with him in token of recon dila- 
tion. To this Frithiof gladly consented ; and the 
high-priest, In return, removed the sentence of out- 
lawry under which he had so long been lying, This 
over, Ingeborg entered with her maidens, and the two 
faithful lovers were married before the great altar." 

" It ends splendidly," said Thoraie. ** I admire 
stories that end well j they make one feel so comfort- 
ably." 
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CONCLUSION. 




I NCLE says that, as we have been very indus- 
trious of late, we may have a whole week of 
holidays. 
Bessie says, " Me, too?" 

Thornie shouts, " Jolly ! " and I wind up my book 
with a little picture of a fairy peeping out from the 
blossom of a petunia. 




vaist wxTomtma. 



It has a story, but whoever wishes to read it must 
look for it in my next volume. 

810 
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THE AIMWELL STORIES; 

▲ pwfltTWW OF YOLUXES ILLUSTRATIVE OF YOUTHFUL ClLaJLtOTJUk* 

ajtd ooMBDioro nrentuoTiON with amukekxht 
BY WALTER AIMWELL, 

Anther of "The Boy's Own Guide," "Boy'i Book of Morals and Mannata," **• 
WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 



The volumes eefctam. about 800 pages, lfimo, each, bound In cloth, with gilt backs, 
price- 
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VALUABLE WORKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

BT REV, HARVEY NEWCOMB. 



HOW TO BE A MAN j a Book for Boys, containing Useful 
Hints on the Formation of Character. Cloth, gilt 

«* My design in writing has been to contribute something towards forming the char- 
acter of those who are to be our future electors, legislators, governors, judges, minis- 
ters, lawyers, and physicians, - after the best model. It is intended for boys — or, if 
you please, for young gentlemen, in early youth." — Preface. 
I " How to be a Man " is an inimitable little volume. We desire that It be widely eiP 
•tuated. It should be put into the hands of every youth in the land. — Torn. Bap. 

BOW TO BE A LADY ; a Book for Girls, containing Useful 
1 Hint* on the Formation of Character- Cloth, gilt. 

* Raring daughters of his own, and having been many years employed In writing 
for the young, he hopes to offer some good advice, in an entertaining way, for girls at 
misses, between the ages of eight and fifteen. His object is, to assist them in forming 
their characters upon the best model t that they may become well-bred, intelligent, re* 
fined, and good ; and then they will be real ladies, in the highest sense." — Preface. 

Parents will consult the interests of their daughters, for time and eternity, in mak- 
ing them acquainted with this attractive and most useful volume. — jV. 11 EvangeksU 

The following Notices apply to both the above Volumes. 

It would be better for the next generation if every youth would "read, learn, and 
inwardly digest" the contents of these volumes. — Jf. Y. Commercial. 

These volumes contain much matter which is truly valuable. — Mer. Journal. 

They contain wise and important counsels and cautions, adapted to the young, and 
made entertaining by the interesting style and illustrations of the author. They are 
fine mirrors, in which are reflected the prominent lineaments of the Christian young 
gentleman and young lady. Elegant presents for the young. — American Pulpit. 

Newcomb's books are excellent. We are pleased to commend them. — JK T. OU. 

They are books well calculated to do good. — Phil. Ch. Chronicle. 

Common-sense, practical hints on the formation of character and habits, and are 
adapted to the improvement of youth. — Motlier? Journal. 

ANECDOTES FOR BOYS; Entertaining Anecdotes and 
Narratives, illustrative of Principles and Character. 18mo, gilt, 

ANECDOTES FOR GIRLS ; Entertaining Arttedotes and 
I Narratives, illustrative of Principles and Character. 18mo, gilt. 

Interesting and Instructive, without being fictitious. The anecdotes are many 
fthort, and spirited, with a moral drawn from each, adapted to every age, condition, 
and duty of life. We commend them to families and schools. — < Albany Spectator. \ 

Works of great value, for a truth or principle is sooner instilled into the youthful 
heart by an anecdote, than in any other way. They are well selected. — Ev'g Oaz. 

Nothing has a greater interest for a youthful mind than a well-told story, and ne 
medium of conveying moral instructions so attractive or so successful. The influ- 
ence is far more powerful when the child is assured that they are true. We cannot 
loo strongly recommend them to parents. — Western Continent, Baltimore. V 
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DIARY AND CORRESPONDENCE OF THE LATE 
AMOS LAWRENCE ; with a brief account of some Incident* in 
his Life. Edited by bis son, William E. Lawrence, M. D. With 
line steel Portraits of Amos and Abbott Lawrence, an Engraving 
of their Birth-place, a Foe-simile page of Mr. Lawrence's Hand- 
writing. Octavo, cloth, Royal duodecimo edition, 

This work was first published in an elegant octavo volume, and sold at the unu- 
sually low price of $1 .50. At the solicitation of numerous benevolent individuals who 
were desirous of circulating the work — so remarkably adapted to do good, especially 
to youug men — gratuitously, and of giving those of moderate means, of every 
class, on opportunity of possessing it, the royal duodecimo, or " cukap edition," 
was issued, varying from the other edition, only in a reduction in the size (allowing 
less margin), and the thickness of the paper. 

Within six months after the first publication of this wosk, twbntt-two thous- 
and copies had been sold. It is the memoir of a Boston merchant, who became dis- 
tinguished for his great wealth, but more distinguished for the manner in which he 
used it It is the memoir of a man, who commencing business with only $20, gave 
away in public and private charities, during his lifetime, more, probably, than 
uny other person in America. 

"We hiurd it once said in the pulpit, 4 There is no work of art like a noble Hie,* 
and for that reason he who has achieved one takes rank with the great artists, and 
becomes the world's property. We ark proud of this book. Wb abb willing 
to lbt it oo forth to other lands as a spbcihkn of what America can 
produce. In the old world, reviewers have called Barnum tub characteristic Amer- 
ican man. We are willing enough to admit that he is a characteristic American 
man ; he is one fruit of our soil, but Amos Lawrence is another. Let our country 
have credit for him also. The good effect which this Life mat have in 
determining the course of young men to honor and virtub is incal- 
culable."— Mrs. Stowb, in N. Y. Independent. 

"This book, besides being of a different class from most Biographies, has another 
peculiar charm. It shows the inside lift of the man. You have, as it were, a peep 
behind the curtain, and see Mr. Lawrence as he went in and out among business 
men, as he appeared on 'Change, as he received his friends, as he poured out, * with 
liberal hand and generous heart,' his wealth for the benefit of others, as he received 
the greetings and salutations of children, and as he appeared in the bosom of his 
family, at his own hearth-stone."— Brunswick Telegraph. 

44 We are glad to know that our large business houses are purchasing copies of this 
work for each of their numerous clerks. As a business man, Mr. Lawrence was a 
pattern for the young clerk."— Boston Traveller. 

" We are thankful for the volume before us. It exhibits a charity noble and active, 
while the young merchant was still poor. And above all, it reveals to us a beautiful 
cluster of sister graces, a keen sense of honor, integrity which never knew the 
shadow of suspicion, candor in the estimate of character, filial piety, rigid fidelity in 
every domestic relation."— North American Review. 

•* We are glad that American Biography has been enriched by such a contribution 
to its treasures. In all that composes the career of 4 the good man ' and the practical 
Christian, we have read few memoirs more full of instruction, or richer in lessons 
of wisdom and virtue."— National Intelligencer. 

44 A more beautifully printorf volume, or one calculated to do more good, has not 
been issued from the press of lato years."— Evening Gazette. 

44 This volume has been read with the deepest interest. It will be widely circulated, 
will certainly prove a standard work, and be read over and over again."— Boston 
4>ailt Advertises. (p) 
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HEASAKT PAGES FOR YOUKG 1'EOPLE; 

OR, BOOK OF HOME EDUCATION AND ENTERTAINMENT. 

Bt S. Prout Newcombe. With numerous Illustrations. 

•a- This work is designed for the pleasure and profit of young people ; and, as tb« 
tttie indicates, intended as an aid to Home Education. The great variety of subject* 
presented, consisting of Moral Lessons, Natural History, History, Travels, Physical 
Geography, Object Lessons, Drawing and Perspective, Music. Poetry, etc^ and withal 
■cskilfully treated as to make truth simple and attractive, renders it an admirabaf 
•family book for winter evenings and summer days 

A very excellent book. History, philosophy, science, stories, and descriptionecf 
fames are all mingled together, and he who does not like the compound must behsctf 

please. ~ Pott. 

Pleasant pages, containing information on a great variety of subject*. H eic sjj 
fctve science and art made plain and captivating. The lessons in drawing and per- 
spective alone nre worth the price of the volume. And then a thousand questions] 
Which the intelligent young mind raises are here answered.— Parlor Magazine. 

This is indeed a home book of endless amusement. — Boston Atlas. 

An admirable book of home education. We commend it to families. — Alb. Spec 

A work admirably adapted to the instruction and amusement of the young. — Peg. 

A- pleasant book, full of all sorts of information upon all sorts of subjects.'- Jour. 

One of the most delightful works for young people we have ever met with. Few 
persons, young or old, could examine its pages without gaining knowledge of a useful 
kind. It is one of the most successful combinations of the pleasant with the useful 
to be found. — Daily Advertiser* 

A book of not only * 4 pleasant pages,'' but of singularly instructive pages. Eve* 
people not so very young might be profited by its perusal. — South Boston Gatette. 

It presents much solid information, and opens before the young new fields of ob* 
acrvation. The youngsters will clap their hands with joy. — Scientific American. 

There is a great deal of valuable information communicated in a very simple and 
jasy way. While it is full of useful instruction to children, it is also suggestive to 
those who are called to conduct their education.— Puritan Recorder. 

We like this book : it is well fitted for the family library. The young like facto l 
when these are set forth in a pleasant way, the interest is greater than fiction ever 
wakens, unless the fiction is made to appear like truth. - Godey's Ladies 1 Book. 

THE GUIDING STAR ; or. The Bible God's Message. By 
Loins a Payson Hopkins. With Frontispiece. 16mo, cloth. 

, An excellent work to put into the hands of youth. It is written in conversational 
Hp'e, and opens up most beautifully, and with great simplicity, the great If arline er- 
fifonces that the Bible contains God's message to man. Those seeking afteT truth wflf 
Olid it worthy of frequent perusal— Dr. Spraqub, in Albany Spectator. 

We cordially commend the work to parents, children, and Sabbath schools. — Con$x 

This volume should be in the hands of every youthful reader, and adult persona 
would find it not only interesting, but instructive. — Ch. Chron. 

The popular author of this book has conferred a favor on the public, for trhich she 
deserves something more than thanks.— Ch. Secretary. 

One of the most valuable books for youth that we have seen. — Cong. Journal. 

A hook of more than common excellence. ITow often have we wished that all th« 
Vouth of our land might become familiar with its contents- — f -h. Mirror. . "X 
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NATIONAL SERIES OF AMERICAN HISTORIES. 

By Rev. Joseph Bamvard. 



PLYMOUTH AND THE PILGRIMS , or, Incidents of 
Adventures in the History of the First Settlers. With Illustration* 
16mo, cloth, 

When once taken up It will not be laid down without regret until finished. — Courier 

An exceedingly interesting volume. — Am. Traveller. 

Popular reading, particularly adapted to entertain and instruct youth. — Jiercantdt 



Every New Englander, wherever he resides, should own this book. — Scientific Am. 
An extremely interesting volume, written in a plain but rigorous style, adapted to 
fiie young, but will be read with interest by the older ones. — Ch. Freeman. 
Highly attractive in style and instructive in matter. —IT. T. Com. Adv. 

NOVELTIES OF THE NEW WORLD ; an Account of 

the Adventures and Discoveries of the First Explorers of North America. 

With numerous Illustrations. 16nio, cloth. 

A series of books which will serve as valuable introductions and enticements to 
more extended historical reading. — Am, Traveller. 

It has all the interest of a romance. — Portland Transcript. 

We have seen the boys bend over these pages, unwilling to leave them, either liar 
play or sleep ; and when finished, inquiring anxiously when the next would come.-' 
Watchman and Reflector. 

Neither too childish for adults, nor yet too difficult of comprehension for children. 
They will delight as well as instruct — Mercantile Journal. 

Interesting scenes and events in the New World are here brought together and in- 
vested with a charm that is irresistible by old as well as young. — Ch. InteUigencer. 

ROMANCE OF AMERICAN HISTORY; or, an Account 
of the Settlement of North Carolina and Virginia, embracing the tragic 
Incidents connected with the Spanish Settlements, French Colonies, Eng- 
lish Plantation at Jamestown, Captivity of Captain Smith, the Advenr 
tures of Pocahontas, etc With Illustration* 

All the interest of romance, and the addition of veritable history. —Puritan /fee. 
It is a most pleasing and instructive book. —Home Journal. 
Interesting as a novel, and a thousand times more profitable reading. — Lit. Ilea. 
Every library should be furnished with this Series of American Histories. — N. h\ 



Admirably fitted for family reading, and calculated to interest the young. — Tram, 

Attractive series of books founded on the early history of our country ; it will make 
a most valuable addition to all family libraries. — Arthur's Gazette. 

No more interesting and instructive reading can be put into the hands of youth.— 
Portland Transcript. 

The series will embrace the most interesting and important events which have oc- 
curred in the United States since the settlement of the country. Each volume to be 
complete in itself » and yet, when all are published, they will together form a regular 
Sbbiks or AxKBiCAsr Histomes. Y 
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WORKS JUST ISSUED. 



VISITS TO EUROPEAN CELEBRITIES. By William B, 
Spsagub, D. D. 12mo, cloth. 

It consists of a series of Personal Sketches, drawn from life, of many of the 
most distinguished men and women of Europe, with whom the author became ac- 
quainted in the course of several European tours. They are portrayed as the author 
saw them in their own homes, and under the most advantageous circumstance** 
Accompanying the sketches are the Autographs of each of the personages de- 
scribed. This unique feature of the work adds in no small degree to its attractions. 
For the social circle, for the traveller by railroad and steamboat, for all who desire fet 
be refreshed and not wearied by reading, the book will prove to be a most agreeable 
companion. The public press, of all shades of opinion, north and south, have given 
It a most flattering reception. 

THE STORY OF THE CAMPAIGN. A Complete Narra- 
tive of the War in Southern Russia. Written in a Tent in the Crimea. 
By Major E. Bbtjce Hamlet, author of »* Lady Lee ? s Widowhood." 
With a new Map, expressly for the work. 12mo. Thick. Printed 
paper covers. 

Coktkkts. — The Rendezvous ; The Movement to the Crimea ; First Operations 
in the Crimea ; Battle of the Alma ; The Battle-field ; The Katcha and the Balbek ; 
The Flank March; Occupation of Balaklavat The Position before Sebaatapol ; 
Commencement of the 8iege i Attack on Balaklava ; First Action of Inkcrman ; 
Battle of Inkerman j Winter on the Plains ; Circumspective ; The Hospitals on the 
Bosphorus » Exculpatory i Progress of the Siege $ Burial Truce ; View of the Works. 

It is the only connected and continuous narrative of the War in Europe that has 
yet appeared. The author is an officer of rank in the British army, and has borne am 
active part in the campaign ; he has also won a brilliant reputation as an author. By 
his profession of arms, by his actual participation in the conflict, and by his literary 
abilities, he is qualified in a rare degree for tile task he has undertaken. The expec- 
tations thus raised will not be disappointed. 

TRAGIC SCENES IN THE HISTORY OF MARYLAND 
AND THE OLD FRENCH WAR. With an account of various 
interesting contemporaneous events which occurred in the early set- 
tlement of America. By Joseph Banvard, A. M. With numerous 
elegant Illustrations. 12mo, cloth. 

M The volume is one of a series by the same author, and all those who have pur- 
biased its predecessors will be sure to buy the present work."— Hartford Pbkss 

44 We commend the work to our readers aa a capital one for the instruction ss well 
at the amusement of youth."— Boston Atlas. 



99" O. * L. would call attention to their extensive list of publications, embracins; 
valuable works in Theology, Scienok, Literature and Art ; Text Boosts 
for Schools and Colleges, and Miscellaneous, etc, in large variety, the 
productions of some of the ablest writers and most scientific men of the age, among 
which will be found those of Chambers, Hugh Miller, Agassiz, Gould, Guyot, Max* 
cou, Dr. Harris, Dr. Wayland, Dr. W/iliams, Dr. Ripley, Dr. Kitto, Dr. Twecdie, 
Dr. Choules, Dr. Sprague, Newcomb, 3nnva^, "Walter Aimwell," Bungener, MiaTJ. 
Archdeacon Hare, and others of like itanding and popularity, and to this list they awe 
constantly adding. <D 
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CHAMBERS'S WORKS. 



CHAMBERS'S CYCLOPEDIA OF ENGLISH LITEBA. 

TURE. A Selection of the choicest productions of English Authors, from 
the earliest to the present time. Connected by a Critical and Biographical 
History. Forming two large imperial octavo volumes of 1400 pages, 
double column letter-press ; with upwards of 300 elegant Illustrations. 
Edited by Robert Chambers, embossed cloth, 

This work embraces about one thousand author*, chronologically arranged and 
classed as Poets, Historians, Dramatists, Philosophers, Metaphysicians, Divines, eta, 
with choice selections from their writings, connected by a Biographical, Historical, 
and Critical Narrative ; thus presenting a complete view of English literature from 
the earliest to the present time. Open where you will, you cannot foil to find matter" 
for profit and delight The selections are gems —infinite riches In a little room; 

* A WHOLE ENOLISH LlBAABT FUSED DOWN INTO ONE CHEAP BOOK I ** 

From W. H. Prescott, Author of " Ferdinand and Isabella." The plan 
ef the work is very judicious. . . . Readers cannot fail to profit largely by the 
labors of the critic who has the talent and taste to separate what is really beautiful and 
worthy of their study from what is superfluous. 

I concur in the foregoing opinion of Mr. Prescott - Edward Everett. 

A work indispensable to the library of a student of English literature. — Wayland. 

We hail with peculiar pleasure the appearance of this work. - North Am. Review. 

It has been fitly described as ** a whole English library fused down into one cheap 
kook." The Boston edition combines neatness with cheapness. - N. Y. Com. Adv. 

tO" The American edition contains additional likenesses of Shakspeare, Addi- 
son, Byron ; a full length portrait of Dr. John son, and a beautiful scenic represen- 
tation of Oliver Goldsmith and Dr. Johnson. These important additions, to- 
gether with superior paper and binding, render the American far superior to the 
English edition. The circulation of this work has been immense, and its sale in this 
•ountry still continues unabated. 

CHAMBERS'S MISCELLANY OF USEFUL AND EN- 
TERTAINING KNOWLEDGE, Edited by William Chambers. 
With Elegant illustrative Engravings. Ten volumes, 16mo, cloth, 

This work has been highly recommended by distinguished Individuals, as ad- 
mirably adapted to Family, Sabbath, and District School Libraries. 

It would be difficult to find any miscellany superior or even equal to it ; it richly 
deserves the epithets M useful and entertaining," and I would recommend It very 
strongly as extremely well adapted to form parts of a library for the young, or of a 
social or circulating library in town or country. — George B. Emerson, Esq* 
Chairman Boston 8chool Book Committer. 

I am gratified to have an opportunity to be instrumental in circulating " Chan* 
ben's Miscellany ** among the schools for which I am superintendent. — J. J.Cluti 
Town. Sup. of Castleton, N. T. 

I am not acquainted with any similar collection in the English laneuoge that can 
compare with it for purposes of instruction or amusement I should rejoice to see 
that set of books in every house in our country. — Rev. John O. Choules, D. D. 

The information contained in this work is surprisingly great : and for the fireside, 
and the young, particularly, it cannot fall to prove a most valuable and entertaining 
companion. — tf. Y. Evangelist. 

An adH*—"* compilation. It unites the useful and entertaining. — IT. T. Corn. 
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VALUABLE WORK. 



CYCLOPAEDIA OF ANECDOTES OF LITERATURE 
AND THE FINE ARTS. Containing a copious and choice selection of 
Anecdotes of the various forms of Literature, of the Arts, of Architecture, 
Engravings, Music, Poetry, Painting, and Sculpture, and of the most cel- 
ebrated Literary Characters and Artists of different Countries and Ages, 
&c. By Kazlitt Arvine, A. M., Author of " Cyclopaedia of Moral and 
Religious Anecdotes." With illustrations. 725 pages octavo, cloth, 

This is unquestionably the choicest collection of anecdotes ever published. It con- 
tains three thottmnd ami forty Anecdotes, and such is the wonderful variety, that it 
will be found an Almost inexhaustible fund of interest for every class of readers; 
and to public speakers, to all classes of literary and scientific men, to artixtz, mechan- 
ics, and others, a perfect DicTiONAKr,Jbr reference. There are also more than, one 
hundred and fifty fine Illustration*. 

We know of no work which comprises so much valuable information in a form so 
entertaining. — JV. Y. Chronicle, 

Here is a perfect repository of the most choice and approved specimens of this spe- 
cies of information. The work is replete with such entertainment as is adapted to all 
grades of readers, the most or least intellectual. — Methodist Quarterly Magazine* 

One of the most complete things of the kind ever given to the public There is 
scarcely a paragraph in the whole book which will not interest some one deeply ; for, 
while men of letters, argument, and art cannot afford to do without its immense fond 
of sound maxims, pungent wit, apt illustrations, and brilliant examples, the mer- 
chant, mechanic and laborer will find it one of the choicest companions of the hours 
of relaxation. " Whatever be the mood of one's mind, and however limited the time 
for reading, in the almost endless variety and great brevity of the articles he can find 
something to suit his feelings, which he can begin and end at once. It may also be 
made the very life of the social circle, containing pleasant reading for all ages, at all 
times and seasons. — Buffalo Com. Advertiser. 

A well spring of entertainment, to be drawn from at any moment. — Bangor Whig. 

A magnificent collection of anecdotes touching literature and the fine arts. — AU 
bony Spectator. 

The most comprehensive collection of anecdotes ever published. — Salem Gazette, 

A publication of which there is little danger of speaking in too flattering terms ; a 
perfect Thesaurus of rare and curious information, carefully selected and method- 
ically arranged. A jewel of a book to lie on one's table, to snatch up in those brief 
moments of leisure that could not be very profitably turned to account by recourse 
to any connected work in any department of literature. — Troy Budget. 

No family ought to be without it for it is at once cheap, valuable, and very inter* 
esting; containing matter compiled from all kinds of books, from all quarterr of the 
globe, from all ages of the world, and in relation to every corporeal matter at all wor- 
thy of being remarked or remembered. — New Jersey Union. 

A rich treasury of thought, and wit. and learning, illustrating the characteristics and 
peculiarities of many of the most distinguished names in history. - Phil. Chris. Obs. 

The range of topics is very wide, relating to nature, religion, science, and art; fur- 
nishing apposite illustrations for the preacher, the orator, the Sabbath school teacher; 
and the instructors of our common schools, academies, and colleges. It is a valuable 
work for the fireside, calculated to please and edify all classes. — Zanesville Ch. Reg. 

This is one of the most entertaining works for desultory reading we have seen. "W«j 
hardly know of sr.y thing at once so instructive and amusing. — N. Y. Ch. Intel. 

G 
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WORKS BY DR. TWEED1E. 

GLAD TIDINGS ; or, The Gospel of Peace. A series of Daily 
Meditations for Christian Disciples. By Rev. W. K. Tweedib, 
D. D. With an elegant Illustrated Title-page. lbmo, cloth. 

These meditations, though bnef, are comprehensive and weighty. It Is re- 
markahle for condensation, for a deep evangelical tone, and for putting Itself 
Into direct contact with the conscience and the heart. — Albany Argus. 

We heartily wish this little book were in every Christian family, and could 
be carefully read through by every Christian. —Jf. T. Evangelist. 

This sweet little volume challenges our wannest commendation. Every 
page glows with Christian example and goodness. The perusal of one chapter 
win awake a keener relish for the commencement of another. The Frontispiece, 
representing the shepherds' watch of their flocks by night, is sublimely beauti* 
toL — Lawrence Courier. 

A LAMP TO THE PATH ; or, the Bible in the Heart, the 
Home, and the ilarket-plaoe. With an elegant Illustrated 
Title-page. 16mo, eloth. 

The power, the beauty, and the necessity of religion in the heart, the home, 
the workshop, the market-place, the professions, and in social intercourse, arc 
happily illustrated. It is a Jewel, and should enrich every family library. Tht 
last chapter Is worthy of being engraven, as with the point of a diamond, on 
every human heart. — Southern Literary Messenger. 

This little volume brings Christianity home to the bosoms and business of 
men. It Is a lucid, Impressive, and beautiful exposition of Christian obllga. 
tions. — Albany Argus. 

SEED-TIME AND HARVEST ; or, Sow Well and Reap Well 
A Book for the Young. With an elegant Illustrated Title-page. 
16mo, cloth. 

An excellent book, more particularly designed for young readers ; but persons 
of all ages may derive pleasure and profit from its perusal. — N. T. Commercial. 

No person can read it attentively, without feeling that there is an importance 
attached even to what seem to be his most indifferent actions. — Puritan Bee. 

A most precious volume this to the young, taking their first step and first look 
In life •, teaching them that if they would reap well, they must sow well ; that 
If they would enjoy an old age of honor, they must be trained In youth to vir- 
tue. — Dr. Sprague, Albany Spectator. 

THE MORN OF LIFE ; or, Examples of Female Excellence? 
A Book for Young Ladies. 16mo, cloth 

49* The above works, by Dr. Tweedle, are of uniform slate and style. They 
are most charming, pious, and instructive works, beautifully gotten up, and 
well adapted for " gift-books." 

FAMILY WORSHIP ; or, the Morning and Evening Sacrifice. 
One volume. Octavo, cloth. , (h) 
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VALUABLE WORKS. 



KNOWLEDGE IS POWER : a View op the Productx?* 
Forces of Modern Society, and the Results of Labor, Capital, and 
Skill. By Charles Knight. American edition, with Additions, by 
David A. Wells, Editor "Annual of Scientific Discovery," etc. 
With numerous Illustrations. 12mo, cloth. 

This work is eminently entitled to be ranked In that class styled "books for the 
people." The author is one of the most popular writers of the day. His style is 
easy and racy, sufficiently polished for the most refined, while it is peculiarly fitted 
to captivate plain, unlettered, but thinking men. It is remarkable for its fullness 
and variety of information, and for the felicity and fbrce with which the author ap- 
plies his facts to his reasoning. The facts and illustrations are drawn from almost 
every branch of skilful industry. It is a work, in short, which the mechanic and 
artisan of every description will be sure to read with a relish. 

MY SCHOOLS AND SCHOOLMASTERS; ob, The Stoet 

of my Education. By Hugh Miller, Author of " Footprints of 

the Creator," etc. 12mo, cloth. . 

•* This autobiography is quite worthy of the renowned author. His first attempts 
at literature, and his career until he stood forth an ackowledged power among the 
philosophers and ecclesiatical leaders of his native land, are given without egotism, 
with a power and vivacity which are truthful and delightsome."— Pre sbttkki Air. 

" Hugh Miller is one of the most remarkable men of the age. Having risen from the 
humble walks of lift, and from the employment of a stone-cutter, to the highest rank 
among scientific men, everything relating to his history possesses an interest which, 
belongs to that of few living men. The book has all the ease and graphic power 
which is characteristic of his writings."— New York Obsbbvbb. 

u This volume is a book for the ten thousand. It is embellished with an admirable 
likeness of Hugh Miller, the stone mason — his coat off and his sleeves rolled up — 
with the implements of labor in hand — his form erect, and his eye bright and pierc- 
ing. The biography of such a man win interest every reader. It is a living thing- 
teaching a lesson of self-culture of immense value."— Phil a. Christian Obs. 

41 It is a portion of autobiography exquisitely told. He is a living proof that a single 
man may contain within himself something more than all the books in the world. 
This is one of the best books we have read."— Lobdob Cobbbsp. N. T. Tbibubk. 

M It is a work of rare interest ; at times having the fttcination of a romance, and 
again suggesting the profoundest views of education and of science. The ex-mason 
holds a graphic pen; a quiet humor runs through his pages."— N. Y. Ibdependbbt. 

M This autobiography is the book for poor boys, and others who are struggling with, 
peverty and limited advantages ; and perhaps it is not too much to predict that in a 
fi V years it wiH become one of the poor man's classics."— New Eho. Farmer. 

THE HALLIG; ok, The Sheepfold in the Waters. A 
Tale of Humble Life on the Coast of Schleswig. Translated from the 
German of Biernatzski, by Mrs. George P. Marsh. With a Biog- 
raphical Sketch of the Author. 12mo, cloth. 

The author of this work was the grand-son of an exiled Polish nobleman. Hisowm 
portrait is understood to be drawn in one of the characters of the Tale, and indeed, 
the whole work has a substantial foundation in fact. As a revelation of an entire new 
phase of human society, it will strongly remind the reader of Miss Bremer's tales* 
In originality and brilliancy of imagination, it is not inferior to those;— its aim is far 
higher. The elegance of Mrs. Marsh's translation will at once arrest the attention, 
•f every competent judge. . (q> 
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